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BOOK I 

CHAPTER I 
TALLY HO!) 

IT was harlequin weather. One might have thought it 
March instead of January — that ^the first stinking 
vi'let " had done its best to spoil the hounds' soent, together 
with the zest of a day's sport in clear cold air, when Major 
Blundell rode up, and, glancing round, discovered only one 
face that somehow seemed familiar, belonging to a lean 
man in a shabby red coat on a weedy horse that looked 
like going. This was no smart Meltonian crowd, but an 
average West Country field made up of all sorts of pro- 
fessions and occupations, most of them men who worked 
hard four or five days in the week, and hunted the other 
one or two— or three if they were lucky.. Plenty of fun 
there was, and good fellowship, and that cordial, good 
humour so common to an assemblage of sportsmen, rich 
or poor. 

Sir George Freeling came walloping up on his big 
iron-grey horse. He made a gallant figure of the old 
school, with coat-tails flapping, Piccadilly-weepers flying, 
and his cheery voice going before him. He had a roy- 
stering way with him — ^you could always hear him a long 
way ofi"— his splendid teeth and blue eyes flashing in a 
dazzling smile of acknowledgment of the greetings that met 
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bim from all present, bringing with him, as usual, an 
atmosphere of sun and air, and clean outdoor life. 

'* Morning, m*dear!" he shouted to a charming little 
girl of fifteen or so, with curly hair hanging round her 
face, and a seat of extraordinary lightness and grace. 
"Diana not back yet? Morning, Randall Hullo, Blun- 
dell ! '* — he put his crop to his tall hat — ** glad you pulled 
off that little event at Mersham yesterday, Where's Lady 
Sophy?'' he added, looking round for a trim, neat figure, 
and a smart little waistcoat that he always declared to be 
the pride of the field. At the mere mention of her name, 
he blew a kiss from the tips of his dogskin glove, 

**She has hurt her knee," said Major BlundcU ; "not 
much, but just sufficiently to keep her at home;" 

*'God bless my soul I** said George Freeling, much 
perturbed, for in the field, as out of it, he kept as near his 
beloved as he could, so that even in their fences they were 
not divided. 
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^ I suppose because Tally Ho is Miss Creswell's pro- 
perty/' he said ; ''and it is her pleasure to ride him/' 

"'TaUyHol' Is that his name?" 

The two men's eyes met in a long, close scrutiny; 
then Luke Randall looked straight ahead between his 
horse's ears. 

Blundell moistened his lips. '' Bred here ? " 

Again Luke Randall shrugged his shoulders. '' Can't 
say/' he said; "so many horses pass through the Miss. 
Creswells' hands in the course of a year. They will take 
a colty break him, make him, teach him his paces and 
manners, and turn out a perfect hunter or hack." 

"Horse dealers ? "'said Major Blundell, eagerly. 

Luke Randall laughed. ''Don't say that to Lady 
Sophy/' he advised; "she and San Creswell are great 
fidends ; " and moved away to speak to the latter. Judging 
by appearances, he and the girl were great friends also. 

A fine morning had brought a large crowd to the meet, 
all sorts and conditions, some who looked "right" in pink, 
and some who never would, although they had the best 
that tailors and bootmakers could give them, with the usual 
amount of bicycles, foot-people and carriages, and a stray 
motor or two ; but to-day they were not to have much of 
a time, scent was too good. The first small covert was drawn 
* blank," and by the time the "crowd" had realized the 
fact, hounds and huntsmen were cantering over the grass 
to the next In one minute the first whimper had become 
a chorus — for the hounds' voices were strong and lusty, 
not as in places where they are overridden, growing fainter 
each year ; then the first whip's view-holloa told Puck had 
"gone away I " Those people who stayed a little too long 
to discuss their affairs, or rather other people's, never saw 
hounds again, for the keen there were thirty minutes of 
the best How little that means to mankind at large, and 
how much to the few who are there 1 

On a morning such as this, the only way to be "with 
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*cm" was to get a good start, and, having been lucky 
enough to get it, sit down and ride, and keep it As it 
happened that day, not more than two dozen " thrusters " 
got away with hounds, and not half that number saw the 
tinish, 

I wonder if it is possible to make those who have never 
been there, understand what the feeling is to any one who 
really loves hunting? I don*t mean those who go out 
because they think it is the right thing to do, or to show 
off a pink coat, etc., but to a man or woman who really 
loves it — who, although they love the ride, only ride to 
"get to" hounds, and to be with them? I once heard a 
good sportsman say that, if there was such a thing as a 
flying machine, he would never get on a horse again I 
Also Mr. Jorrocks says, '*How I wish I was a heagle 
*overin* over 'era, seein' which 'ound has the scent, which 
hasn'tp and which are runnin* frantic for blood 1'* Never- 
theless, there are plenty of sportsmen who love a horse far 
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he yet managed to give a remarkably good account of 
himself, and could have given points in horsemanship to 
every man there, save Luke Randall. Looking over her 
shoulder once or twice during the brisk run that followed, 
San wondered who the grim, red-haired man was who 
attended her so closely, but when the run ended with the 
kill of a good game fox, and Blaise slipped from his smok- 
ing horse, he went up to her and said, 

** My name is BlundelL I am staying at Greenditches." 

San nodded. "Why isn't Lady Sophy out to day ?" 
she said curtly. She spoke like a boy, and a none too civil 
boy, for she knew then who he was. 

"Knelt on some keys and damaged a cartilage of the 
knee," he said. ** I believe she proposes driving over to 
see you to-morrow. May I come with her ? " 

San nodded again. ** You ride, don't you ? " she said 
abruptly. This would account for his not being a graceful 
rider to hounds ; the good steeplechase rider seldom is. 

« Yes " — he smiled ; his being one of the first gentlemen 
jockeys in England was so clearly a disadvantage to him 
in her eyes, that even his relationship to Lady Sophy could 
not make her civil. 

"Your horse looks like a chaser,'' he said quietly ; 
even while he spoke to her, it was the horse he was closely 
scrutinizing. 

"He isn't." 

"Good pedigree?" 

" Don't know it He was a gift." 

There was a tinge of defiance in her tone. " Luke " — to 
Randall, who had just ridden up with the stragglers — "this 
is Major Blundell, Lady Soph/s nephew, you know." 

Luke Randall glanced Blaise Blundell over — a brutal 
name to fit a brutal man, he thought, remembering the 
man well enough, if Blaise did not him. 

The two men nodded. 

" I think we've met before," said Major Blundell, but 
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could not for the life of him recall when ; and then, George 
Frceling and others galloping up, conversation became 
generaU Reynard's brush was handed over to San, and la 
twos and threes the field began to disperse homewards, 
Major Blundell jealously keeping his place near her, Luke 
dropping behind with Baby CreswelL 

" Pleasure ibat the most encliftiitt os 
Seems the soonest done j 
What is life, with all it grants tis. 
But A btmtingruQ 1" 

quoted San, in the expansion of the moment as they moved 
away — the run had been so glorious^ one that would not 
soon be forgotten by those who were there. 

"You and my sister Diana would suit each other" she 
added abruptly, "She takes a bee-line across country for 
the nearest steeple, and turns away for nothing ; but that's 
not racing." 

" Isn't it ? I race for the pure love of it — for a steeple, 
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Blundell^nand smiled. ** Yet we don't do much harm, after 
all," he said ; *'we only sometimes — kill ourselves." 

" Better you than your horses," she said ; and as he 
looked at Tally Ho, he agreed that this horse in particular 
was worth many such lives as his. 

" They enjoy it," he said ; " their blood's up — same as a 
woman's at a sale — and you'll go to smash if you try to 
stop 'cm." 

San laughed, and turned to look at him with an attention 
he had by no means given to her. 

Blaise had dark red hair — the colour of red earth, 
redeemed from the usual effect of red hair by the heavy 
ripple in it, and the way it grew ; intensely blue eyes, with 
lashes and brows much darker than his hair ; the skin that 
goes with red hair ; the nose straight and sufficient ; the 
mouth beautifully cut ; the chin strong and clean ; the red 
moustache, cropped close, showing the white teeth of a man 
who had never missed tobacco, alcohol, gourmandise, or 
pleasure. There was something sincere, straight about him 
that San liked. What some people called his brutal jaw did 
not frighten her ; she read the strength behind it, and knew 
what having much to do with horses, and mastering them, 
meant 

^ You are too tall for a jock," she said ; " you must have 
to train severely." 

He nodded. He had one bitter quarrel with Fate — that 
had made him a tall man, well over six feet ; starve, sweat 
himself as he would, he could not reduce bone. If he 
pursued his craze, it was in direct defiance to Nature, who 
had heavily handicapped him ; that was where the little 
chaps, where Pierce Daly, had the advantage of him. 

" I got ten pounds off in one day," he said ; " but that 
was in India. I have no luck " — he shrugged his shoulders 

Indeed, '* Blundell's luck " was almost a proverb in the 
racing world. With a trainer second to none, and a stud- 
farm and racing stables that swallowed money like a 
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quicksand^ they never seemed able to breed any but 
second-best horses, and again and again, with the excep- 
tion of Mad MikCj he had been beaten by some rfval of 
vastly inferior abilities, whose stud, trainer, and jock he and 
his trainer Jordan held in deepest contempt 

He and San plunged now into talk of horses* He thought 
he knew something of them himself, but San displayed an 
intimate knowledge that astonished him — he had never 
before met a woman, and hardly a man, who knew so much 
of them from every point of view — habits, peculiarities, 
qualities. He had seen from the first the perfect compre- 
hension that existed between the girl and Tally Ho, and 
they were still talking with a keen gust, when they came to 
an open space where four roads met, and, pointing out his 
way to him, with a curt nod, she trotted off in the 
opposite direction. 

" Sacrilege ! " he said, as he looked after her and 
frowned ; then his face lit, he " clucked *' to his horse, and 
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is no common meeting-ground for men of different ranks 
and occupations like tlie hunting-field. * All men are equal 
on the turf and under it/ says a racing proverb, but the 
difference is that, whereas the racecourse levels down, the 
hunting-field levels up. Hunting brings out our best 
side." 

" Where did Miss Creswell get hold of Tally Ho ? " he 
said abruptly. 

Lady Sophy looked curiously at Blaise. She had never 
before seen him so thoroughly alive, so completely the 
splendid brute he was, and in spite of herself accorded to 
him the homage that all male strength, whether of body or 
intellect, calls forth as a matter of course. 

''He was an anonymous gift, I believe, with certain 
conditions attached." 

" Hasn't the horse made a sensation in the neighbour- 
hood?" he exclaimed, in astonishment at her obvious 
indifference to the subject 

She stared at him in surprise. " Of course. Tally Ho is 
a blood horse," she said, " and a fine goer, but no beauty." 
(Blouse laughed oddly.) ''But splendid cattle pass through 
the Cross-roads in the course of a year. No, certainly he 
has made no sensation. Perhaps if Diana rode him he 
might, for in or out of a circus you never saw such riding, 
and she is a beautiful creature — away just now." 

" These girls," he said abruptly, "they break in horses 
to sell them, though a man I spoke to in the hunting 
field — Randall his name is— didn't like my saying so ? " 

" I suppose it comes to that. You see, the one pleasure 
of these girls is hunting, and owing to the largeness of the 
county, they are able to hunt foxes nine months in the 
year, beginning with cubs in October, and ending with a 
May fox. Furthest meet is about ten miles, the nearest 
about one mile ; then we often get a day with the Taunton 
Vale foxhounds. But Sir George thinks that the sport of 
fox-hunting is distinctly on the down-grade ; he attributes 
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the decline to the advance of shooting interests. The foxes 
don't make such good points as thirty years ago. In 
open hill country no fox is allowed to live, on account of 
partridge-preserving and partridge-drivings and many of 
the owners and occupiers of the large coverts do not hunt, 
and close them to hounds in the early part of the season j 
so it is with difficulty we are able to hunt three times a 
week in Somersetshire/* 

" Then she would sell Tally Ho ? " 

His voice was so sternly repressed that it sounded 
strange. Lady Sophy shot a quick, pitying glance at 
him. 

"Still on the same wild-goose chase, Blaise?" she 
said — *' for a horse that will win the Grand National ? " 

He nodded* 

"San won't sell hira/' she said, adding under her 
breath, " can't," 

"I am going over with you to-morrow/' he said quietly. 
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"How she hates racing I She seems mad on the 
point" 

** Like most sportswomen." Her eyes snapped at him ; 
she had no patience with the obsession that ruled his life. 
'' Still, I must not forget that it is owing solely to your 
attendance at the Mersham race-meeting, and being within 
a short motor-ride, that I am indebted for the honour of 
your company now." 

Blaise laughed. ''And hunted to-day because I heard 
a word dropped about a wonderful horse called Tally Ho, 
but did not know you knew its owner," he said. " Don't 
know what I should do without that motor," he added, 
with an abrupt change of subject. " It takes me from one 
race-meeting to another, and up and down to Beaujolais 
at a minimum of time and fatigue. As to scenery, I've 
seen ripping panoramas ; you grasp more in an hour's 
run in a motor, than in a week's driving or walking. 
Where's Tessa ? I wish you would come oftener to Beau- 
jolais," he added quietly. ^ I've asked you times without 
end." 

"You are hardly ever there," she said; "and the 
waste, the extravagance, anno}rs me. Besides, I mustn't 
get a taste for luxuries I can't afford." 

He smiled. Glancing round at the delightful room, 
the entire harmony of it all, he had long ago realized how 
much more to some women, even as to a man, comfort is 
than luxury. 

" I have nothing with which to tempt you," he said. 

" Nothing," she said, and laughed, for it was true. 

"But Tessa might like it," he said absently. "Poor 
1^1, ske must find it dull here." He spoke as he might of 
a puppy or kitten, and Lady Sophy laughed outright. It 
was one of the most interesting points in Blaise that he 
honestly detested all women under fifty ; " then they get 
sens^" he said. Women were a nuisance. No sportsman 
wanted women ; sport was so much better. 
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Then he went off for a hot bath, and Lady Sophy, left 
alone, grinned, 

''Poor Tessa I" she said, "That hair, and cold as 
a fish!" 

Here was a Imus natur^B in human history. But if 
Tessa could not wake him up — and Tessa came from that 
burning country where the humblest peasant knows more 
about the arts of love, has studied them more deeply, than 
the most finished student of women in any other country 
in the worldj where men and women live for love, and love 
alone — who could ? Lady Sophy had a lively remem- 
brance of her Italian sister-in-law, with the eloquent animal 
eyes, blood of primeval quality, and passions of the ancient 
dimensions, hidden in Tessa under a veneer of breeding, 
but there all the same* 

Son of Lady Sophy*s favourite sister as Blaise was, 
she knew him very little — not half so well as his cousin 
Tessa. He interested her, as most men who never even 



CHAPTER II 

BLAISE 

" \/T Y horses' coats never look like the Creswells*/* 
iVx 5aid Lady Sophy, in a dissatisfied way, glancing 
through the window at the handsome chestnut waiting 
to take her and Blaise to the Cross-roads. 

'* But they get up in the middle of the night to groom 
them, and reckon their success by the number of curry- 
combs of grease they get out of their horses," protested 
Tessa. 

'* Dandy-brushes, body-brushes, and water-brushes, you 
mean, you little ignoramus," said Blaise, who was also 
looking out '' No two grooms do a horse alike, but a curry- 
comb b seldom used except on a cart-horse." Inwardly, 
however, he winced ; he belonged to the order that takes 
care of its women, never lets them do the smallest thing 
that can be done for them. 

*' The last time auntie took a man over," said Tessa, 
gaily, " I went too. San was clipping a pony, right under 
his tum-tum, and Baby was turning the handle of the 
clipping-machine. Then San crawled out, and put his 
fore-1^ across her knee. She pretended to tease him, and 
he to savage her. It was really very pretty," she added, with 
no malice in her tone, for Blaise hated scandal, but in any 
case, he was in a so great hurry to depart that he did not 
hear her, or even see her. 

Lady Sophy, with the essential lack of principle inherent 
in really artistic people, was struck anew with the perfect 
colour-scheme Blaise and Tessa composed, for the girl's 
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hair was blue-black, and in some lights had the bloom of 
grapes on it, curling in tendrils, just as Blaise's hair did in 
close, crisp waves» The intense vitality, the temperament 
that hair can express^ surely never reached a higher point 
of illustration than in these two, and yet, in the case of one 
of them, lied. 

For Tessa might have been bald-headed for all Blaise 
knew or cared. He almost forgot to jerk a good-bye with 
his whip to her as she stood on the doorsteps in askin^^ 
Lady Sophy how far it was to the Cross-roads. 

** Five miles;* 

** We could have done it in ten minutes in my motor/' 
he muttered. 

" Thank you, Blaise," said Lady Sophy, tartly. *' I scale 
half a stone more than I should already, and IVe no in- 
tention of getting the motor-waist that half the women 
are acquiring to their future sorrow, through eating 
too much, on account of the rapid movement, and taking 
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"Two years ago." 

He nodded. Yes, the dates fitted exactly. " Was 
Matthew Hale, the trainer, ever in this neighbourhood ? " 
he said. He knew the question was rash to madness, but 
an irresistible force impelled him to get at the truth. 

" I believe he came to some race-meeting at Mersham 
four or five years ago, where you rode the day before 
yesterday. It's rather an important one, isn't it ? And I 
heard George Freeling asked him to dinner ; and fancy 
San went, but I was away at the time." 

Blaise nodded again. They were out on a long flat 
road, green fields on either side, with the clean, damp 
smell of them in the air. It was easy to understand why 
Lady Sophy's house was called Greenditches ; the country 
did not appeal to Blaise at all. 

" I am prepared to give a good price for the horse," he 
said. ** Of course the difficulty is, that she is so attached to 
him." 

Lady Sophy laughed. ** Try," she said tersely. 

"She won't?" he looked round suddenly; his face 
startled her. 

** She couldn't if she would, and she wouldn't if she 
could." 

"Why?" 

'•There were certain conditions attached to the gift. 
She may neither give him away, nor sell Tally Ho ; and 
no one may ride him but herself, Blagow, and " 

He started. "Blagow is the name of a racehorse," he 
said. " He was second in the Two Thousand two years 
ago. 

" Anyway, it's the name of the Creswells' one and only 
groom — stableman, what you will. One other person may 
ride the horse, and one only." 

"And who is that?" 

" Her husband." 

"My God!" 
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" What's the matter ? " 

Under the lash of the whip the chestnut shot forward as 
if from a catapult, the cart rocked like a ship, and Lady 
Sophy, holding on with both hands, was at once too jolted 
and angry for speectL 

She knew the reason of his excitement» and at that 
moment he seemed to her a man spoiled by perversity- 
There is a point in all strong characters where to doggedly 
persevere in a certain course spells moral failurcj and 
for a man of his position to have made it his life's 
ambition to win a particular race was pitiful ; yetj if she 
had said to him, "You are perverse/* he would have 
stared at her, said nothing, and never have come near her 
again. 

He saw it all now. On his deathbed Matthew Hale 
had '*got religion** and abjured racing So this was the 
man's way of dictating from the grave that a great race- 
horse should race no more ; be buried here — here, ia 
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was rough, as if putting a question about a spavined horse, 
and he dreaded being answered in the affirmative. 

Blaze hated women of intellect, unless with the brain 
went so much of physical attraction as to overwhelm and 
swamp the noxious product 

'' Damn nuisance to have women about, slinging ink 
at you, and taking notes of all your little peculiarities," he 
always said. 

^ I doubt if one of them, except Diana, perhaps, can 
spell correctly. Merely bright," said Lady Sophy, dryly. 
And this pleased him ; he was in the same boat himself. 
No person of birth and breeding was ever expected to do 
such a thing ; neither at Eton, nor in the army, nor in 
a racing-stable is that accomplishment held of much 
account 

But his thirst for information was great He was like 
a man demanding geographical details of an unknown 
country, through which he would shortly make a dangerous 
expedition, and where one false step might mean disaster. 

* County ? " he said. 

''Blaise, you are a snob. Isn't it enough that San 
Creswell is the most intimate friend I have in the 
neighbourhood ? " 

*• But why not county ? " he said, in his imperturbable 
way. 

"Because Tom England, their grandfather, slammed 
his door in the face of the county first, and his daughter — 
their mother — ^has kept it fast shut ever since." 

" England was of good family, then ? " He spoke with 
as much interest as if he were inquiring into the pedigree 
of a racehorse. 

•• The best. He was the finest cross-country rider and 
the best shot in the county. They tell tales still, in the 
hunting field, of the things he did that would be incredible 
but that Diana does them to-day. You've only to look 
at her, at them, to know they have good blood in their 
c 
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veins. There*s a sturdy strain in that family that will 
never be watered out if the race goes on for a million years, 
not even if they bred with coward stock, which they never 
will No doubt youVe heard the story," and she told it 

" ' Where are you going ? ' asked an Eastern pilgrim 
on meeting the plague one day, * I am going to Bagdad 
to kill five thousand people/ was the reply* A few days 
later the same pilgrim met the plague returning, "You 
told me you were going to Bagdad to kill five thousand 
people/ said he, 'but instead you kilted fifty thousand/ 
' No/ said the plague, ' I killed only five thousand, as I 
told you I would; the others died of fright* Well^ 
they'll never die of fright at the Cross-roads/' 

"You mean they are stiff-necked/' he said; adding to 
himself, "and in teaching horses the most perfect manners, 
they have not been able to teach themselves any/' 

"The amount of natural ability in that family is 
amazing/^ she said. " Whatever they touch, they do well ; 



BLAISE 19 

He spoke gravely, as of a matter in which he had a 
possible stake — as indeed he had. The whole future of 
the man had changed since he took his seat in the cart 
half an hour ago. 

** It is Luke Randall's name for her ; the boys call her 
Mater. Creswell was a gentleman, who went into trade 
and made a big fortune (sounds like the house that Jack 
built), and he put it all into an oil-mine in Austria, and 
the oil bubbled up, and bubbled down ; " and Lady Sophy 
threw out her words with an air of finality. " Then he 
died. They have been paying his debts ever since, and 
that's why the Creswell girls are called stable-boys — ^buy 
their own com, and do all the work themselves." 

'' Hard lines," said Blaise ; but the new hard lines about 
his mouth did not soften as he said it 

** Who is this Luke Randall ? I seem to know his face 
and name, but can't place him." 

** He lives at Yarrocks, is a man of very good family, 

was of estate, had a career at Oxford, yet is my 

dear Blaise, the best kind of men and women are failures ; 
it's the vulgar, pushing second-rate, with the* money 
instinct, that rules the world. Gray, in his immortal 
' Elegy,' speaks of mute, inglorious Miltons ; but if they 
lived nowadays they'd be ^/dd to be undistinguished. 
He and San are my two greatest friends here, not reckon- 
ing George Freeling." 

Blaise turned, and looked at her appraisingly. 

Lady Sophy had one of those small-featured faces best 
described as having a bit chipped off everywhere (especially 
the upper lip), that are so lovely in fore-shortening, and so 
invariably attractive to men who love charm in homoeo- 
pathic doses, and the little wicked something in her eye 
that men also like, only in larger proportion. 

"Why don't you marry him?" he said, and smiled 
broadly. ** Are you afraid of Roly ? " 

"No," she said, and grinned. "You call the French 
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cynical, but that ' My God, where shall I spend my even- 
ings ? ' exactly hits the blot in marriage ; a man may give 
you his life, but he mast have his evenings out^ — either 
openly or sui resd. Well, I prefer George to spend his 
evenings with me'' 

" Naughty," he said, and laughed agaia 

** Dear : blundering soul 1 " she said, and smiled and 
blushed. " So absolutely incapable of hiding his feelings^ 
too. He called me 'Sweetlips' once before a whole room 
full of people — it just slid out, you know — and you should 
have setn the women's faces 1 They put the width of the 
table between us ever after when we dined in each other's 
company." 

He laughed again with genuine amusement " So you 
wonU make poor Freeling happy ? " he said, 

"My dear Blaise, the real cause of the iertium quid is 
the boredom most married people feel in each other's pro- 
tracted company. The way they snatch at a straw to 
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a woman's pleasure and health, and a touch of romance in 
her life, as it is to a man's. Much as I love hunting — and 
it's the only thing really worth living for — it's George 
always waiting for me round the corner, and shocking the 
county, that gives salt to existence ! " 

Blaise nodded ; he was beginning to understand why 
Tessa so openly preferred Aunt Sophy to Aunt Roly. 

" I can't see how you can get much fun out of a bank 
country," he said, glancing about him ; it was too sunny 
and rich for him. "Capital country for flat racing, but 
should hate hunting here." 

" No ; you wouldn't show to advantage," said Lady 
Sophy, dryly. " You are quite stiff ; you walk like an old 
man of eighty to-day. If San notices it, how she will 
laugh!" 

'^ No doubt. But she seems a good fellow," he added, 
mindful of how she had come back to his assistance the 
previous day. 

** But you hate it really," she said. *' I wonder if you're 
at one with the idiots who every now and then get up an 
outcry in the papers on the cruelty of hunting a fox ? As 
if Reynard didn't enjoy the hunt as much as the hounds — 
when he escapes. And anyway he is vermin, even if less 
so than the people who talk of what they know nothing 
about." 

"How much iurther is it to the Cross-roads?" he 
inquired, looking about him as they came to a scattered 
village where the post-office modestly hid itself in a 
garden. 

" Here we are," she said, and he checked the horse at 
a wicket gate with a flagged path leading up to a long 
narrow, picturesque white house. 

" I understand now why it was called the Cross-roads," 
he said, as he helped Lady Sophy down, for five lanes 
converged on it, down one of which she directed him to 
the stables as she limped into the house. 
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He went slowly down the hill, looking over the low 
wall at the garden inside, now at its barest and worst, and 
as he approached the barken gates leading to the stables, 
they flew suddenly open, revealing several helpers harness- 
ing a fretful mare in a smart RalU cart, in which a lady 
was already seated, and while buckles and straps were 
fastened like magic, some one rapidly hooked bunches of 
violets to Picotee's head, a groom sprang forward and like 
lightning blacked her hoofs, giving that finishing touch to 
a horse's toilet that is like the last dab of powder to a 
woman in her war-paint. Baby Creswell sprang up with 
a bound to the box -seat, and, carelessly tucking under her 
left arm a dachshund tossed up to her at the last moment, 
drove the car out of the gates and downhill at a speed 
that suggested broken necks for all aboard before they 
reached the bottom. It was all as neat, as quick, and 
clever a bit of harnessing as Blaise had ever seen. 

" The Mater has gone to the station to meet Diana — 
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San poshed her weather-stained sailor hat to the back 
of her head, ignoring the skirt that only reached a little 
bdow her knees ; her brown-red eyes were very clear ; her 
brown-red hair was bunched as usual at the back of her 
head ; she had the lovely colour peculiar to the skin that 
goes with such hair and eyes as hers. She had looked 
altc^ether different in the saddle yesterday. 

" Have a look at the horses ? " 

She began to throw open the upper part of loose box 
after box of the ugly zinc stables, and head after head was 
thrust out, patted, and pushed away by her, talked to in 
his own language^ while she ran over the vices and virtues, 
the traits and characters of each, in that jargon so dearly 
loved, and completely understood by those who have much 
to do with horses ; only one or two of them — and these 
the horses in process of schooling — ^threatened to be 
wrong 'uns. 

"You may put blinkers on some horses, and a bottle 
of whiskey inside them, and spur them all the time, and 
even then they won't run straightface — just like some 
men ;" and he smiled to himself as she said it 

Yes, horses were very like men ; but then they had 
fewer temptations. Was it from accident, or sheer feminine 
perversity, that the very last horse to which she came — 
there were nine in all — ^was Tally Ho, who muzzled her 
fondly as the wooden shutter fell ? 

San laid her arm on his neck, and leaned her head to his 
shoulder. Here was her friend — docile, intelligent, brave, 
sensitive, comprehending^ sweet-tempered, and spirited — all 
the best points of many horses united in one. San's face, 
when near him, lit up, and was almost beautiful; but 
Blaise did not notice it His rapid glance, travelling over 
the horse, saw that every mark was there— it was not a 
younger or older brother, as had seemed possible. Some 
other marks too, he noticed, and found they had been 
acquired by leaping some barbed wire when he had been 
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put into a field with some other horses. There had 
been practically a stampede, and they had all rushed like 
mad things into the stable yard, and the girls had caught 
and stabled them, and no one been a pin the worse in the 
end, but if Blaise's blood ran cold at the risks run by 
Tally Ho, San did not know it 

" That man of yours looks an honest lad," said Blaise, 
as they moved towards the house, going up a narrow path 
with a garden to the right, and a tennis lawn in process of 
making to the left 

''A bit of a fool," said San, in her uncompromising way. 

But when later on Blaise saw the amount of rough 
stable work done in the twenty-four hours by one man, 
even if the girls did groom their own horses, he concluded 
that only by comparison with San's own extraordinary 
record could Blagow be considered to run short 

They found Lady Sophy stretched luxuriously in a 
saddle-bag chair beside a huge open hearth, on which 
great logs blazed, emitting cheerful blue flames, with 
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antlers Blaise had ever seen — ^some, indeed, that he saw 
now for the first time. Here were kudu, hartebeeste, 
wilderbeeste (gnu), gemsbok, roan antelope, springbok, 
zebra, eland, steinbok, klipbok, "dik dik" (the smallest 
and prettiest of all African antelope), and many others. 
For curios there were Bushmen bows and arrows, knives, 
knob knives, assegais, Bush-girl ornaments, bangles, musical 
instruments, and so on. 

" My brother shot the poor beasts in West Africa. The 
Mater hates them," said San, as they made a progress 
round the room. " She loathes every kind of sport. We 
don't even tell her at dinner what sort of a run we have 
had during the day. We thought George was killed in 
the Grerman rising — he was almost the only white who 
got through. The blacks call him 'Soupie' — the man 
who blows through his moustache when he is angry." 

''You must have been very anxious," he said. But San 
did not reply; only told him the names of the skins — 
Burchell's zebra, mountain zebra, leopard, red cat, and jackal. 

Blaise had yet to learn that when trouble came to this 
Spartan family, they bore it silently, uncomplainingly, 
each bearing up for the sake of the others, and never for 
one moment leaning on one another. 

** George is over at Starfish to-day," she said, naming 
the nearest seaport town. " I am sorry you have missed 
him." 

But Blaise thought he would have many more oppor- 
tunities of making George's acquaintance, though San 
did not know this as she poured out tea. He was not 
observant of servants as a rule, seldom looked at them, 
or even knew the faces of those who waited on him at 
Beaujolais ; but something about the girl who placed the 
silver kettle before San attracted his attention — ^perhaps 
because everything in the house keenly interested him, as 
one may note the properties of a stage set for some stirring 
drama about to be played. She was rather tall, very erect, 
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very slight, as colourless in skin as in mannbr, with a cloud 
of dark hair and dark eyes. She looked straight before 
her, rarely at others, and had a development of chin 
unusual in a woman. 

Tea was enlivened by bursts of hilarity from Polly, who, 
whenever any one made a remark that appealed to him, 
laughed derisively or admiringly as the case might be, but 
always with a gusto that set one or other of his hearers 
laughing for company. By the time, however, that Lady 
Sophy rose to go, Polly was beginning to grow restless, 
calling alternately on " Mater " (his only friend in a family 
of teases) and ''Toffle" (Teufel) the dachshund who had 
gone out in the Ralli cart 

After tea San trent out to bring the cart round; it 
was at the door in less time than a footman would take 
to telephone to the stables his master's orders. They 
went out through a long, low room, supported by white 
pillars, with a fireplace at each end, and quaint low latticed 
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"Certainly.'* But she wondered what his game was. 
Now that he knew Tally Ho was not to be had, could it 
be— Tessa ? 

Blaise was almost as silent during the drive home as 
he had been full of questions going. His mind, trained to 
rapid review of a situation, to taking long odds and chances, 
was calling up the events of the day, from the moment 
when he knew that only by marriage could he obtain 
Tally Ho, thence to Blagow's blank regard — a regard 
that covered the inflexible determination not to know, 
much less to tell anything. There was no mistake about 
that ; the question was — ^had his, Blaise's eyes — ^given him 
away to the man, as eyes will do, ever have done since the 
world began? Nearly every secret worth knowing in 
the world has been told by them, not learned through 
the roundabout medium of the ears. 

" Did you notice the parlour-maid ? " said Lady Sophy. 

Blaise came to himself with a start 

" Yes ; something out of the common run, ain't she ? " 

" Rather I Imagine the luck to get manners like that 
in a house where only two women are kept I The grinning 
affability of a common person, the urbanity of the lower 
orders towards the upper, when the latter are down on 
their uppers — believe me, Blaise, that is 'sorrow's crown 
of ^ottOTtl but it will be spared to the Creswells for the 
present" 

"Why?" 

" Because, Blagow being as many cuts above his posi- 
tion as she is above hers, and a very good-looking fellow 
as well, he and Clara are in love with one another, but 
how can they marry on a pound a week ? He won't leave 
Tally Ho, and she is ambitious — so there you are." 

Blaise's heart gave a bound. Every man has his price 
— ^Blagow's price was Clara. 



CHAPTER III 
TESSA 

WHEN Blaise came down to breakfast on the morning 
after his second day's hunting, it was in a frame of 
mind that was not improved by j^nding Tessa waiting to 
pour out his coffee, and when she put up her face to be 
kissed — for she argued shrewdly that if Blaise kissed her 
in public, no one could say anything if she kissed him in 
private — he just brushed her cheek with his lips ; then 
took up the sporting newspaper that lay on the table, and 
without a word retired into its columnsp But when Wraggles 
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in every fold of a Frenchwoman's gown ; everything she 
does, and is, and wears, is frankly studied for the subjuga- 
tion of men, and seldom fails of its intention. Then 
Tessa's conversation was at once restful and inspiring; 
the woman whose remarks require a glossary is ''as the 
climbing up of a sandy place to the feet of the aged." 

The January sun shone on her little blue-black head, 
its tendrils severely restrained into neatness, on the scarlet 
that the warmth of the room (the cold did not suit Tessa) 
— had brought out on her lips and cheeks, matched by 
the waist-belt that clasped her tiny waist Hers was the 
peculiar fresh and animal loveliness which the French call 
" beaut^ du diable," compounded of overflowing vitality 
and perfect physical health, but to which King David gave 
a more exquisite meaning when he called it the '* dew of 
thy youth," 

As Blaise looked at her, without his knowing it, she 
went into that secret locker labelled *' Pleasure " that every 
man keeps for his own private delectation, and which he 
supplements as occasion serves. 

*' We had a beast of a day," he said, as he attacked his 
omelette — ''any amount of riding round coverts and up 
and down ; but of all the disgusting counties I ever saw 

for hunting " 

"The Creswells glory in it," said Tessa. "After a day 
that knocks up even Aunt Sophy, they are never tired, 
never stiff; they seem to have muscles of steel, and nerves 
of iron." 

He nodded. Never had he had the conceit taken out 
of him as by these savages ; even Baby's remarks, if infre- 
quent, were uncomplimentary, terse, and to the point. 
They shrieked for joy when he rolled in the mud in nego- 
tiating a bank — he could hear now the insulting laughter of 
the girls as he came round the comer of the screen at the 
Cross-roads for tea, aching in every limb. Yes, they were 
savages, and he hated them. Tessa was a comfort and 
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relaxation after them ; even Zenobia had smiled, and the 
parrot gone into chuckling convulsions at him, as the 
funniest thing he had ever seen in his life, and when the 
girls stopped, his '* Ho t ho 1 " set them off again. 

'*It*s very funny to be all over mud, and have your 
hat smashed in, I knowp" said Blaise; " but, as Miss Sandra 
says, riding is one thing, and horsemanship is anothen 
She docsn*t even think that I know my trade/' 

''Ignorance/' said Tessa, with her delicate nose in the 
air; "some people are beyond being impressed. But 
Diana's a beauty, don't you think ? ** 

" She can ride/' he said grudgingly. " I never saw, in 
or out of a circus, anything to beat her, though her sister 
has better hands; and of course she's the typical Diane 
chasseresse, but she leaves me cold/* 

*' Doesn't everybody ? '* said Tessa ; but he hardly 
heard her. 

** They have challenged me to a jumping-match. They 
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Sophy and Rol/s hearths that at any moment might blow 
up, and send them sky-high. 

'• One man short," said Blaise. " May I smoke ? " 

He sought a long chair, walking stifBy, and thought of 
how San would have shouted with merriment could she 
see him. 

^Oh, there's another man," she said, as Blaise lit up; 
^ but he only counts as one of Diana's lovers. He's up on 
leave from Plymouth for a couple of days, I believe." 

*• Has she so many ? " 

" Dozens." 

"And where are yours ? " 

He asked the question indifferently ; then, as she made 
no answer, he turned to look at her, and something in her 
attitude struck him. Pre-occupied as he was, his heart was 
kind. 

^ Beastly for a girl to have no parents," he said. 

He knew the story, of course, how ToUemache had 
married an Italian peasant, and how, when both died 
young, Roly Drexel and Sophy Jennings had brought 
up the only child of the union — ^Tessa — between them. 
Suddenly it struck him that he had not taken his 
share. 

''Haven't seen you since you were a kid," he said 
thoughtfully. 

^How should you?" said Tessa, advancing a little. 
" I was at school, and in Paris till two years ago, and 
you never set foot in Chapel Street West, or Grosvenor 
Place." 

** Oh, I pass through town sometimes, of course," he 
said va^ely ; "but I was telling Sophy she must bring 
you to stay at Beaujolais." 

Tessa's eyes sparkled. The blood tie between them did 
not affect her ; she was pure Italian — looked and was it. 
Her English paternity counted for nothing. 

" You're not going away just yet ? " she said coaxingly. 
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For a moment he did not answer her ; he was calcu- 
lating how long it would take. He must not rush his 
fences ; it might take two or even three weeks to run the 
thing through. He had no Tear about San ; Blagow would 
be the difficulty. 

** Not yet" he said, ** I can do my race meetings from 
here, if Aunt Sophy will put up with me/* 

Tessa laughed. But Diana still lurked in the back- 
ground of her mind as a possible danger ; of San she had 
not the slightest suspicion. 

" Why don't you come over to-morrow, and see me 
make an ass of myself ? '* he said. 

But Tessa shook her head. She was so entirely out of 
it at the Cross-roads, If at all times Tessa counted for 
less than nothing to the stable-boys, as she called them, 
they counted for less than nothing to Tessa. Her rSle 
was to make Blaise exquisitely comfortable at Greenditches 
when it pleased him to return there, herself as unlike the 
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*'Oh, you're a man/' she said, and her lip trembled. 
*' It doesn't matter what he does, and he is responsible to 
nobody ; but a woman is always under the heel of another 
woman ; " and a tear rolled down her cheek. " You know, 
Blaise, everything that I do would be all right, instead of 
all wrong, if— if I were first with anybody. Aunt Sophy's 

a good sort, but " 

Blaise could not bear to see a woman cry ; men called 
him brutal, but it was one of the soft spots in him that he 
did not get in a rage when she did, but tried to comfort her. 
Tessa looked very young and very pretty with the tears 
lying on her cheeks, as she kneeled down on the white bear 
rug and looked into the fire. 

'' Poor little girl," he said, and put his pipe down on 
a table near, at the same time leaning towards her. 

To his surprise, with a sudden movement, she turned 
into his arms, and curled herself up like one who wanted 
shelter, on his breast It was so innocent, so natural, that 
for a moment he bent his head to the contact, and, by a 
purely primitive instinct, his arms closed round her. Yet 
she knew that not a pulse beat the faster, that the embrace 
he gave her was as perfunctory as one given to the soft fur 
and warmth of a young animal, that the hand patting her 
shoulder was cool and firm as a rock. 

"Tell me all about it," he said ; and at that voice, so 
manly, so kind, Tessa wept but the more bitterly. 

Here was a man who had once known how to love, 
she had a sure instinct in such matters, whom she could 
love. The hand that she had at first laid on his breast 
gradually stole up and round his neck — it lay warm there, 
like a kitten's paw; she was very like a kitten, Blaise 
thought — as soft, as warm and pretty; he thought he would 
have liked just such a sister, that she was his cousin 
instead, was the thin edge of the wedge. 

Tessa could have told, though he could not, how 
presently (dear little affectionate thing!) she was lifting 
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her tear-stained facej and giving him tiny kisses on his 
checkSp moustache evcHi everywhere save on his lips ; 
these she somehow perpetually missed, though he did not 
put them out of the way. To give him anything bigger 
would have been unwise; she meant to give him a taste 
for more, 

"Don't yon worry," said Blaise, stoutly; **Vm very 
fond ofj if I have neglected you shamefully, but I mean 
to alter all that now IVe found you, and bring some 
pleasure, if I can, into your life, Sophy doesn't like 
Beaujolais, Vm afraid, but when Tm— — " he stopped 
abruptly. ** Anyway, you must come, and Fll try and give 
you a jolly good time/' 

" It's a wonderful place, isn't it ? " said Tessa, slipping 
out of his arms to the rug, for she thought she heard 
Wraggles* step, 

** Some people like the tapestries/' he said, *' A great 
grandmother of mine made a cult of them, and bought and 
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as night — eyes that usually dwelled on a man's to find what 
she expected there — Blaise, for no earthly reason than sheer 
force of contrast, thought of San. 

" Half the year with one, half with the other," she said. 
"But Chapel Street West, and Greenditches, are miles better 
than Grosvenor Place and Drexel Towers 1 " 

** Can't think what brought Sophy to this part of the 
world," said Blaise. " George Freeling ? " and he smiled. 

** No, Luke Randall ; they had known each other for 
years. It was he who found this house, and persuaded 
her to come, after Uncle Jennings had died, you know." 

^Made sofa cushions, didn't he, and got on Sophy's 
nerves ? " 

Tessa laughed. . ** I think Aunt Sophy wasn't sorry 
when he ' stuttered away on his feet,' as some writer puts 
it She has been enjoying herself ever since." 

^ Lord I" said Blaise, ^what these poor indoor chaps 
can get out of life, beats me. What broke up Luke 
Randall ? " he added abruptly. 

^ Women," said Tessa, and the moment she said it 
knew she had made a mistake, for Blaise frowned and got 
up. "They're not worth it," she heard him mutter as he 
made for the door, and Wraggles just then coming in to 
pat on coals, Tessa's innings was over* 



CHAPTER IV 

AT GREENDITCHES 

•* T T'S a beauty show, me dear,'* said Sir George Freeling at 
L dinner that night " If only we could have persuaded 
Mrs. Creswell to come/' And he looked admiringly round 
the table, while he unblushingly held Lady Sophy's hand 
under it 

And so it was, and the room was worthy of the com- 
pany, the pink flowers and shades against the vivid red of 
the walls making a delightful blending of colour that had 
drawn even from Blaise a glance of admiration as he 



AT GREENDITCHES 37 

Sophy, me dear/' he said ; and coming as she did of a family 
noted for its beauty, and living the outdoor life in which 
she delighted, she was a very pretty woman still. 

'' The last time I gave a dinner in town/' she said, '* both 
the man on my right, and the one on my left, insisted on 
talking to two pretty girls next them. Since that I don't 
get ' left,' but ask some one for myself, for I haven't yet 
reached the point of greediness to prefer my dinner to my 
company ! '* 

" If you'll only come to Cherry Orchard,'* he began ; but 
she refused to listen, as usual. 

The girls were all much younger than the men, which 
made for harmony, and the enjoyment at least of the men ; 
and presently Blaise, agreeably soothed by the comfort of 
his surroundings, and still more by the perfect dinner, the 
perfect service, and the perfection of the Jennings' wines, 
looked across at San. What had she done to herself? 
Did the trick lie in an upward sweep of a hairbrush, in 
a spotlessly dainty, soft white frock ? If only San gave 
her hair a chance, and loosened it, then the lights were 
discovered and scattered, and when caught up to the top 
of a perfectly shaped head, delicate ears and a lovely white 
neck were revealed ; all the unexpected beauties and points 
to be made by a wild-rose skin, uncovered. Her brown 
eyes shone like stars, and her lips, usually so firmly closed 
in preoccupation of work, were relaxed in the laughter and 
delighted enjoyment known only to those who work hard. 
It was a revelation to him how young and fresh she could 
look, with charms not to be suspected in her ugly, un- 
pleasing workaday dress ; here was a pretty girl with whom 
Luke Randall was palpably in love. 

They talked shop, of course — when a number of people 
are met together, and have only one thought in their 
minds, they would be dull dogs if they did not — and 
presently the table was in a roar about horses, their cha- 
racters, traits, habits ; but for all the practical knowledge 
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of the others, it was Luke Randall who was able to give 
the opinions of some of the greatest students of horses that 
had ever lived, Diana thought that dogs had more in* 
telligence than horses — the latter knew and liked best 
those who fed them, San declared, on the contrary, that 
a horse understood what was in your mind before you 
knew it yourself— it was quite uncanny how he interpreted 
the least movement, the most secret thoughts of his rider, 
and to which he eagerly responded. 

Luke Randall corroborated her by quoting Baucher, 
who said J " I do not see what humiliation it would be for 
our magnificent human species to accord intelligence to 
animals in general, and the horse in particular" — while 
the Duke of Newcastle said of the horse, '* Memory is 
thought** And, indeed, if they had not memory, how 
would they be proper to the service of men ? 

^'They've got a jolly sight more sense than human 
beings,'* said Diana, in her deep voice. 
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can to attract another. When one comes to think of it, 
the love tragedies of captive animals are more pitiful than 
those of humans, for the human has sympathy and dis- 
tractions, but the dumb creatures have none.'* 

*• They have a pretty legend about the creation of the 
horse," said San. " Tell us, Luke." 

** Well, the Arabs say, when God wished to create the 
horse, He said to the wind of the sand (sud), ' I wish to 
make of this a creature, condense thyself/ It is a charm- 
ing image, showing the horse as the symbol of swiftness." 
''Like your Tally Ho I" said Blaise^ turning to San. 
** Oh," said San, carelessly, " there's no fence too high 
for him ; no run too fast or too long ; so I let him rip." 

*For my part," cried Lady Sophy, " I can quite under- 
stand the immense affection of the Arab for his friend and 
companion. So great, that to entertain him he will deem* 
it right to sacrifice the nourishment of his children I " 

** Sophy, Sophy," murmured Sir George, ''that is 
because you have not got any." 

But Luke agreed with the faithful ones of Islam, who 
believe that Paradise on earth is found on the back of a 
horse, and instanced the three daily prayers of the Arab 
horse. 

At morning : " O God, make me dear to my master." 
At midday : " Do good to my master for all the good he 
does to me." At night : " Make him to gain Paradise on 
my back." 

Blaise nodded. " It is the horse of the Arab and 
Bedouin Nomad that is really man's companion," he 
said, " living at the door of his tent as he does, partak- 
ing of the vagabond life of his master, contenting himself 
with a nourishment that appears so little in accord with 
his organization," for he had been there, and knew. 

Tessa had been listening impatiently, and when Luke 
Randall quoted Toussenel who says, " The true horse is 
the emblem of the gentleman, his eager foot, flashing eye 
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that devours space, his nostrils expanding and smoking/* 
she exclaimed — 

" He is a snob 1 / too read something once about a 
horse ; of how he loves to take part in the honours 
rendered to the personage who rides him. If he is in the 
midst of a crowd, mounted by a clever cavalier, richly 
harnessedj he carries his head high, his regard is insolent, 
his ears are erect, he champs his bit, he forces arrogantly 
a passage for himself. But if his cavalier is en blouse, if 
he is badly harnessed and accoutred, the horse is hum!* 
liated, and carries his head low^ his eyes are without 
expression, his ears are immobile, he looks and feels a 
worm" 

** Oh, we don't have any blooming processions here/' 
said San, with great contempt "The horse is the only 
creature that responds to you— nerve to nerve, fibre to 
fibrcp will for will. That horse you describe wasn't a snob 
at all, but just knew he was carrying a ' rotter.' Luke 
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horse deliberately died of hunger ; and horses show their 
sorrow by tears at the death of their master." 

** Quite true," said Luke, *' Plato in his Paradise recog- 
nized in horses a soul endowed with sensibility and reason 
— ^to animals a sensitive soul, to man a reasonable one ; 
and Buffon says, ' It is a creature who renounces his own 
being to exist but for the will of another ; who knows also 
how to warn, and by the promptitude and the precision of 
his movements, expresses and execute the lightest order ; 
fulfils as much as is desired, and renders nothing but what 
is willed, delivering himself without reserve, refuses nothing, 
uses all his forces, or exceeds them, and even dies the 
better to obey his master.' " 

** Bravo I " cried Sir George, and rapped the table in 
applause. " San will endorse all that — ^won't you, my dear ? 
You've got a print in that jolly little room of yours that 
puts the attitude of horse and man towards each other into 
a nutshelL" 

Blaise remembered it — ^the ** Deux Amis," symbolizing 
happily the intimate life of the Arab and his horse ; the 
man kneeling with one arm clasped round the horse's leg, 
the horse with arched head looking down on him with 
the utmost tenderness. 

**A11 the same," cried Tessa, "he can be cunning, 
ritif. He will wait his opportunity and savage a man he 
hates." 

" Yes, if he is treated with blind brutality," cried San 
warmly. "And I don't blame him if he takes his 
revenge." 

" In short," said Luke, "seeing that he is subject to all 
rules common to sensible and intelligent beings, we ought 
to try and avoid for him all that is painful, just as we 
should seek naturally what is agreeable to him." 

"And bar racing," said San, under her breath ; but Blaise 
heard hen 

" Swearing and rough words frighten and hurt him just 
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as they do a woman ; you can increase the beats of his heart 
SIX to a minute by harshness to him, and it is cruel to race 
and spur a good horse on, as my Tally Ho never shall 
race, or be spurred I " And she cast an indignant look at 
Blaise, 

" Pray what have you young divils been up to lately ? " 
struck in Sir George, hastily, ''Trying to break Major 
BiundelTs neck for hira, as well as your own ? " 

" He may yet," said Diana, calmly. Casual to a degree 
with her lovers, for she was by way of being a preoccupied 
goddess, and let them do all the worshipping, she was all 
there when horses were in question, " We are going to put 
him through his paces thoroughly at the Cross-roads 
to-morrow, In a jumping competition/' 

Sir George roared. He knew better than any one else 
present. Major Blundell's position in the racing world, and 
the qualities that had earned it for him, and the cavalier 
way these girls treated the gentlemam-rider was refreshing. 
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incredibly changed by the piled-up hair— hardening as she 
spoke. ^^Besidesy we have no steeplechase course near 
here." 

"Yes, at Mersham," said Blaise, "where I rode a few 
days ago. I dare say it could be arranged." 

Only Lady Sophy realized the intense excitement that 
underlay his words. 

Diana was leaning eagerly forward, and exclaimed: 
" Why not make a course, and let me come in on Chancy 
Joe?** 

Sir Greorge groaned. ** If you had three necks, Di," he 
said, " you would risk them all If you ever do get to 
heaven, what* 11 you do without horses ? " 

Diana laughed, and quoted — 

** When he dies, then I hope I may follow. 
And go where the racehorses go, 
I don't want no harping nor singing, 
Sach things with my style don't agree, 
When the hoo& of the horses are ringing 
There's music sufficient for me." 

Diana wore a black gown, her great eyes shone with 
excitement For the first time Blaise realized that she had 
not earned the reputation of being a great beauty fot 
nothing. He threw a keen, appraising glance at her ; the 
girl's lines were almost as clean as those of a thoroughbred, 
the delicate curves of her nose, lips and chin, against the 
sable wing of her hair, were cameo-like in their perfection. 
She reminded him of some one, who was it ? Of another 
Diana who had lived at the Crossways. 

" If we keep it dark, no one need know anything about 
it, and we can fix a day when the hounds meet, and 
people are out of the way," she said, leaning eagerly 
towards Blaise. "Blagow would see to everything; ifs 
my belief he knows a lot about racing, though he's as close 
as wax." 

''The move is with Miss Sandra," said Blais^ quietly. 
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and closely pressed by Sir George, who was vehemently 
seconded by Diana, rallied by Lady Sophy, San at last 
reluctantly consented. 

"It will not be immediately;' Blaise said, "as Mad 
Mike IS engaged at one or two meetings in the near 
future." 

And then the subject dropped. It was only Tessa who 
noticed that Luke had kept out of the discussion^ — said not 
one word in protest or encouragement, either to hinder or 
to help San* 

To Tessa the dinner had been a feast of bitter herbs, 
for she knew — as a woman will know, if in a mixed com- 
pany, the thoughts, the desires of <?ne man flow towards 
her, even if they are out of speaking distance — that since 
they had sat down to table Blaise had been concerned 
with only one person there — San Creswell ; knew, as strong, 
emotional natures do know such things, that he was pre- 
occupied with some scheme with which she herself was 
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broken English — then it all came back to him, where he 
had first met Luke Randall 

Blaise remembered at last. It was in Paris, a dozen 
years ago— he, a mere lad — at one of the restaurants a 
little Russian girl had thrown him a glance, and out of 
pure idleness he had responded. He had barely noticed 
the man she left for him ; and after a few days he and she 
had gone different ways ; but the man had been angry, and 
made a fool of himself. Yes, this was the man — Luke 
Randall — she had been very young, very charming, very 
quaint— to a man fond of women she might have been 
dangerous^ but not to Blaise. 

That Luke Randall was completely fascinated by the 
Russian girl he had not known, or troubled about Luke 
had been a handsome fellow then — and rich ; and a much 
more accomplished lover than himself. What did he here 
in this obscure place ? 

Luke remembered, of course. Curiously enough, at that 
very moment Luke was thinking that ten, even five, years 
ago Tessa would have been a great temptation to him as 
to all other men. Yet though she was far and away the 
most enticing of those present, both he and she knew her 
to be the target of no man's eyes and admiration ; that she 
was, in fact, the odd man out 

** I suppose you were named Blaise after Blaise Pascal ? " 
Diana said presently, for to her, as to most women, this 
cold, obstinate man^was becoming interesting. 

" Eh ? Some writing fellow ? " said Blaise, suspiciously. 
'' No, it was my mother's doing, I'm afraid ; on account of 
my red hair — I didn't spell it right for a long time." 

All the women went out of the room on a burst of 
laughter, but Sir George regretted their departure, and when 
the three men were left alone, Sophy's breezy, handsome, 
middle-aged lover, who loved Luke like his own son, 
looking from the easy grace, quiet voice, the intellectual 
stamp of the one, as opposed to the strength of character ^^ 
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and virility of the other, wondered what the grudge was 
between Blaise and Luke RandalL Somehow they re- 
minded him of two dogs with a half-submerged memory 
of some old quarrel between them — ^possibly remembered 
by the one, forgotten by the other until now — but which 
each was quite ready to resume at the first opportunity. 

Yet they made some pretence of conversation, agreeing 
that the " physical features " of a hunting country change 
in an extraordinary manner. For Instance^ certain districts, 
formerly considered first-rate for the purposes of sport, have 
been so ruined by wire fencing, buildings racing and drainage^ 
that in spite of the reputation they still enjoy, only a 
stranger or a simpleton would go and hunt in them. 

But upstairs, later, the evening ended as it had begun 
to Tessa, in disappointment — Blaise Blundell never for a 
moment quitted San CresweU's side. 



CHAPTER V 

SAN 

BLAISE made no ceremony about using Greenditches 
as his headquarters for the present, and with a . 
celerity that only a fast motor for taking him to and flpom ^ 
his race meetings could have accomplished, went away, 
raced, came back, went away again ; but every moment he 
could snatch, he spent at the Cross-roads. 

Busy time of year as it was to racing men — for there is 
always an awakening of interest in flat racing with the 
publication of the weights for the principal spring handi- 
caps (and that interest is not confined to the flat) — a con« 
stant stream of tel^prams followed him, to which he paid 
only a scant attention ; but the entries for the ** Liverpool '' 
he scanned more closely — ^the weights, ranging over more 
than three score entries, at the top with 12 st. 7 lbs., and 
that recently frequent winner, Pierce Daly, with 9 st 7 lbs. 
If last year's winner got in about 12 St., well, next year 
Daly and the rest would see. What a pity he had not 
come down in November— with any sort of luck he could 
have run the thing through in time ; but it would have 
been a close shave. He forgot that jockeys, gentlemen or 
otherwise, propose, and the field behind and around them 
dispose. He must not rush his fences — this business 
would take time. He was sitting down to ride the hardest 
and closest race in his life, and the strong undercurrent of 
his desires, the zest, the uncertainty, made life just then 
a veiy idvid and vital thing to him. 

47 
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It is astonishing at what a rate one can go downhill 
when circumstances and inclination pull together. After 
all, it is only the first step that costs ; and if Blaise were 
technically more guilty later than he was then, probably 
the meanest, most low-grade thing he ever did in his 
life, was when he pitted a girl's life*happines3 against 
his determination, by fair means or foul, to give food to 
his one vanity by winning a particular race, i 

He was waiting now for Blagow, who silently eluded 
him, or when caught alone on one occasion, would only 
speak of Tally Ho cautiously as a "nice little harse—pity 
he hadn't a pedigree/' This with the aggressively candid 
eye of the conscious liar ; but Blaise did not worry — ^he 
knew that all things come to him who waits* 

When Lady Sophy came over to the Cross-roads, 
because, as she said, she never saw Blaise in her own 
house, and incidentaUy because she wanted to find out 
what his little game was, she came to the conclusion that 
it was sheer love of congenial company, and kindred love 
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red-headed man infused more excitement into the house 
than all her lovers put together — and she knew it 

He certainly had some of the sauce taken out of him ; 
those girls could do blindfold, and bare-backed, (riding 
astride, of course) the best that he could do ; and he began 
to see that San was right, riding was not horsemanship. 
He also began to learn the real nature and the language of 
horses, as understood by the Creswells — ^whose mastery 
and comprehension of them was a revelation to him« It 
seemed as if the animals regarded these girls as their own 
flesh and blood, and simply could not do them an injury ; 
even in tight places showing the sense of Christians, doing 
exactly the right thing. 

Blaise admired the cheery, hearty way the Creswells 
fell about, and never funked anything; "a toss" was 
taken as a matter of course, and Diana cordially agreed 
with the immortal Jorrocks : " Hunting, my beloved 
readers, is the image of war, with only ten per cent of its 
dangers ; " and her philosophy about being killed in the 
hunting field was a simple one. Death might come at 
any time ; but what then? "Believe me," she would say, 
** there are worse ways of going out — a falling chimney- 
pot a lingering illness (from which God save us one and 
all) ; and think of the/iy;i, the enjoyment, paid for in one 
brief, big cheque I " 

And, in point of fact, can any one get out of the way of 
death, when once he has marked you for his own ? He 
no more asks you to meet him, than he suffers you to run 
away. It is he who sets the pace, not you — and only 
cowards bother about the how and when. 

Major Blundell and Luke Randall naturally met often 
at the Cross-roads. Their attitude was that of two men of 
the world — ^polite, deeply contemptuous of each other in 
different ways, uncordial— but even if they quarrelled in 
the future, as they had in the past, their attitude would 
never be that of two dogs over one bone. If Blaise had 
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cut Luke out with a woman a long while ago, when Blabe 
was young, and now they were coming to conclusions over 
Pani's very opposite, it was Kismet ; but the battle goes 
always to the strong. Luke knew that he had been a 
failure always — Blaise drove the truth home to him afresh. 
San had accomplished wonders in the short year they 
had been at the Cross-roads — with assistance, of course — for 
Luke Randall, a fine gardener, would come over in his 
shabby old coat, bringing seed catalogues, and they would 
lay their heads together in deep confabulation, wrangle 
and argue, and do a good labourer's day's work between 
them, and eat like plough-boys after it Once you get 
your eye in to gardening, it is the most fascinating, en- 
grossing occupation in the world — and so this pair dug, and 
sowed, and watered, and planned out what they were 
going to do months ahead — obstinate Luke would not 
let San leave the little old-world garden as it was, all 
straggly violet roots bare to the sun, and innocent-eyed 
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porchesy the door of one of which she threw wide. It 
might have struck him, if he had eyes to see, the purity, 
order, taste, thought expressed in that little room, of the 
light it threw on San's character ; earth-stained as she 
was, and disdaining no work, however rough, here were 
bespoken personal habits of exquisite daintiness, while 
signs of her versatility were everywhere — in the spirited, 
half-finished charcoal drawing of Pharaoh's horses, the 
tiny workshop visible through an inner door where she 
worked at copper, the arched roof completely covered by 
herself with sporting prints taken from illustrated papers, 
and the trophies of the chase. There were no racehorses 
there, no jockeys, only some fine coloured prints of hunt- 
ing scenes — but Blaise walked straight up to the one 
exception that hung directly over her mannishly neat 
writing-table, such a picture of such a horse as Herring 
might have painted, and that appears but once in a 
generation to be the wonder of his age. 

''Who painted this ?'' he said, as San approached, and 
so eagerly that she started. He had taken no especial 
interest in Tally Ho, up to the present. 

'' I copied it from an enlarged photograph," she said. 

'* It is very clever." He did not say " You are very 
clever." He was absorbed in the horse, and a chilly feel- 
ing, hardly a premonition, came over San as disregarded, 
unnoticed, she stood beside him, the winter violets on the 
table scenting all the air. 

Involuntarily, from force of contrast, perhaps, she 
thought of Luke, and his kind, gentle ways, how the 
moment he came in he would cry, ^ What have you been 
doing, San ? " and criticize her drawings, or examine the 
copper-work she had turned out; or say, '*Dear little 
ignoramus, what solid reading have you done lately ? '' But 
it would always be of her he was thinking, not himself. 

''Tally Ho, reminds me," Blaise said in a curiously 
harsh, level voice, ''of a very famous horse. Perhaps you 
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remember all about him/' He had never in his life needed 
so much pluck as when he looked her straight in the eyes, 
and said " Phantom." 

"Never heard of him," said San, in her brusque way. 
** We never read any racing papers, or hear any racing 
news, here." 

He turned away, that she might not see his face. He 
had won the first main, but he had yet to find out the 
conditions under which she held the horse* 

**You don't admit jocks here/* he said lightly. He 
had the feeling that he trod on air, 

"Yes; one/' she said, and took out of a book full of 
loose cuttings, a snap-shot of a tiny boy perched on a big 
horse, the peak of his jockey cap projecting so far beyond 
his face as almost to hide it, gazing straight before him in 
immovable helplessness, waiting probably for some one to 
lift him out of the saddle, as some one had tossed him into 
it " Look at him," said San ; but there was a passionate 
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** I'm not going to back ouV' said San, abruptly ; '' but 
I don't like it all the same. Now, if it were Diana, she'd 
love it, and I'd lend her the horse like a shot if I could." 

*' And mayn't you ? " he said inquiringly ; but his heart 
beat quickly. 

^'There's no secret about it," said San, carelessly. 
" Tally Ho was sent to me by an anonymous donor, with 
certain conditions attached — ^rather rotten ones, / think. I 
don't know to this day who sent htm, or even if Blagow 
knows. The groom's story was, that he received instruc* 
tions to hand the horse over to me, and to tell me those 
conditions." But here, furious as she was at doing so, San 
blushed. '' In the event of my not accepting them. Tally 
Ho was to be taken away by Blagow, and shot" 

Blaise's heart leaped, he felt certain now that whatever 
the secret was, Blagow alone possessed it. 

^ And you have no curiosity to know the truth ? " said 
Blaise. 

"Why should I bother? Whoever it was sent him, 
probably knew that I loved horses, hated racing, and that 
the horse would have a good home with me." 

" But did Blagow go with the horse ? " 

'' No, his duties ceased, he told me, when he brought 
Tally Ho here. But Blagow saw Clara. That was two 
years ago, and now there'll be trouble if you bring your 
motor man over here too often I " 

**My man is in love with her?" exclaimed Blaise. 
Here wa3 luck with a vengeance. 

'* Amusing himself probably," said San, dryly, who was 
not unobservant 

''And the girl?" cried Blaise, so eagerly that San 
stared at him. 

" Is flattered ; but prefers Blagow. He's a good lad ; 
but I think he is a bit fed up with the Cross-roads' life. 
Only the horse and Clara keep him here ; but how can 
(hey marry on a pound a week? I sometimes think 
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Blagow would steal the horse and run awayi if Clara would 
run with him,** 

" He IS so fond of Tally Ho ? " 

San nodded. 

" You had a character with him ? ** 

" Good Lord I " said San^ " his face and the horse were 
that I felt it a point of honour not to cross-question 
him. They just walked in, and stayed/* 

Blaise nodded. Curiosity, as one of the paltry vices 
was absent from her, as from the whole family. He saw 
that San had taken Tally Ho's mysterious advent as a 
matter of course ; as all^ even the most unlikely events 
were, at the Cross-roads, 

She had picked up her charcoals^ and, failing her green- 
house, was sketching rapidly. If Blaise did not make a 
move soon, she would have to leave him here— men seemed 
to have no idea how work got done, 

** And you've no idea,** said Blaise, leaning forward so 
could 
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hills, his heart swelling with the joy of a strong man 
running his course, and seeing nearer every moment the 
goal for which he runs. He knew now exactly how things 
stood with regard to San, the great thing was that she 
held no secret instructions from Matthew Hale. There 
was Blagow to deal with, of course ; he might hold some 
letter besides the verbal message he had brought; but 
every man has his price, and Blagow's price was Clara . • • 
now Wilkins had taken his place as a useful pawn in the 
game. Blaise knew he had nothing to do but sit down 
and wait — wait for Blagow ; and this was the most difficult 
part of all to a man whose blood was up ; yet the move 
must come from the groom, not himsel£ 

It was characteristic of Blaise that he anticipated no 
difficulty with San, even if she disapproved of him alto- 
gether — his life, his aims — he smiled cynically as he 
thought how Pani had left Luke at a single sign from him ; 
probably he knew that he had the same charm for women, 
as certain women have for all men. But to him, as to 
many other keen sportsmen, women were not only unes- 
sential, but a positive menace to their perfect efficiency in 
the sport they specially favoured; even to other Aan 
sportsmen the word "woman " nowadays means a weed, a 
superfluity, with nothing of home, or fragrance or mystery, 
about her — she has made herself too cheap altogether. 

San would never make herself cheap, but she was not a 
girl to inspire a great passion ; not self-centred and selfish 
enough for it There was no silly sentimentality about 
San ; probably she would roundly designate love-making 
as "rot" — she was just a sound, sweet little girl, quite 
pretty enough for kissing and comforting, that some men 
might love, and desire to marry, Luke Randall for one. 
After all, the fact remained that they had the same tastes, 
talked the same language, if with a difference, horse spelt 
the Alpha and Omega of their lives, though their views 
as to his place and uses in creation diametrically differed. 
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And was it not give and take ? For San, Beaujolais 
and the busy^ active life that San loved — by Jove! she 
would have her hands pretty full there 1 Even if Tally Ho 
made him richer than ever, what matter ? He couldn't 
give her anything he had not already got^ while the horse 
might die in her possession^ or some accident befall 
him. . . . 

Gradually the short winter's afternoon drew in ; the 
leaping firelight made the quaint little room very home- 
like and cheery, , . . he had almost fallen asleep, when 
a head thrust in, and a loud voice shouting *' Tea ! " pulled 
him out of his chair, and sent him stumbling through the 
darkness to that big round table, where everybody drank 
tea, ate bread and butter, jam, and cake, and talked one 
against each other at the top of their voices. 



CHAPTER VI 
AT THE CROSS-ROADS 

WHEN Wilkins came round late one afternoon in the 
motor car for his mastei^s clothes, as the latter was 
going to dine and sleep at the Cross-roads, Lady Sophy 
took it as a matter of course ; but Tessa paled, and in the 
solitude of her room gave way to one of those fits of 
passion to which her maid Cherry was accustomed, and 
which were at the bottom of her contempt for her mistress. 
It is impossible to say how far the fact of a man being 
great, or rich, or successful, influences a woman, but from 
the first moment of their meeting, Tessa had been violently 
attracted by Blaise. He was the first man she had ever 
met who insistently appealed to her, and being a new 
experience altogether — a puzzling nut to crack — ^he had 
become intensely interesting. Hitherto, she had regarded 
man as a wild beast to keep at a distance — she was the 
predatory one now, and all the keener as her prey con- 
stantly, and to all appearances unconsciously, eluded her, 
for once Tessa was at fault, she knew, despised men, 
they were her natural enemies, yet here was one absolutely 
indifferent to her arts. What she could not get at was the 
human side of Blaise ; he ate little, drank less, was hard, 
muscular, active — of a type hitherto unknown to her. It 
was for this very reason, perhaps, that she admired him, 
typical exponent as she was of the Italian character, with 
*' its love of ease reduced to a system ; its courtesy ; its 
content with the world as it is ; its moral apathy as regards 
all that agitates life save the passions." 
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A year or two ago she might have reached the eternal 
man hidden even in the pessimist and the anchorite, but 
not now. When a man has an overruling passion or pro* 
pensity, and indulges it to the full, he almost ceases to be 
a free agent ; his will is no longer in subjection, his ten-* 
dency has mastered it, if Blaise had another side to his 
nature, it was at the time entirely absent, obh'terated m 
the fierce desire and scheme that just then occupied every 
faculty of his mind and body. 

Tessa certainly pleased Blaise^ even if he never analyzed 
the feeling, or even consciously thought of her at all ; to 
him she was merely a dear little thing — quite harmless, 
unobtrusive ; very pretty, of course — he took that as a 
matter of course. It was when a woman did mt do her 
duty in that line that he noticed it — and there the matter 
ended. 

Of incurably indolent body, with wonderfully nimble, 
cunning instincts, Tessa's rigid social training, enforced 
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if Blaise, as seemed likely, married San to get possession 
of Tally Hoy Luke did not underrate the temptation Tessa 
might be to her cousin. That she had not been one to 
himself when he first saw her a couple of years ago, was 
because San, and the life that San represented, appealed 
to him more. 

Tessa, on first meeting Luke in the abominable desolar 
tion of a country life that, for her at least, held no sport, 
attracted by his personality and history, had made the 
very common mistake that many women make in dealing 
with a man formerly lax in his relations with women — met 
him on his own ground, thinking to please him by affect- 
ing an equal non-morality, not knowing that it is these 
veiy men who jealously exact a rigorous code of morals 
from the women who come within the category of mar- 
riage^ or even of their immediate acquaintance. Men like 
the Tessas of this world, but outside their houses, not in 
them; and in the natural rebound from the type, San 
attracted him greatly. He liked both her character and 
looks— -they had many tastes in common ; perhaps, if Blaise 
had not come • . • Luke had believed himself incapable 
of love ; but it is only the passions that bum out, and 
cannot be recreated ; tiie heart of the right sort, however 
deeply wounded, recovers. 

Luke was not asked to dinner at the Cross-roads on the 
night Blaise was, though he had been gardening with San 
almost up to the last moment— the invitation marked in 
its way an epoch, for, though he had become in a way a 
part of the Cross-roads' life, Blaise had never dined there 
before. 

Now as he looked at Zenobia at the head of the table, 
surrounded by her stalwart sons and daughters, it occurred 
to Blaise that ten years ago he would have preferred her 
to any of them. There was a fascination about her smile, 
her beauty was of the blue-eyed, brown-haired enchanting 
t3rpe; it was not for nothing that perhaps the greatest 
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judge of good looks in England had said of her, *' all her 
features harmonize/* 

Blaise had from the first felt a sympathy with her that 
possibly she divined. He knew that she loathed the life 
of sport — yet she beard nothing else talked of ; was sick 
to death of horses, with their faults, their virtues, their 
complaints* Evil circumstance told more heavily on her 
than the rest, for she had not their enjoyments ; still she 
was always there, always in her place when wanted, 
pursuing her endless round of duty, merely the god in 
the machine that worked the Cross-roads indoors, as San 
worked it out ; and if now and then a tear rusted the 
needle on the sewing machine that she worked so often, 
who knew it ? 

And now San had left her gardening, Cary his 
carpentering. Baby her stable, Diana her Boot -Hole, and 
the boys were as smart in their evening clothes as the 
girls in theirs. They might work like navvies, but gentle- 
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a horse, quite good-looking enough for a wife, and no trouble 
— far less than Zenobia would have been, or Diana, who 
looked startlingly beautiful in a black gown : she seemed 
as fond of black as San of white. Blaise had become more 
interested in Diana on account of her marvellous riding, 
her nerves seem to be of iron, sparing neither herself nor 
horse ; yet she herself was more highly strung than the 
most nervous horse she rode. He thought that not one 
out of all her lovers had unriddled the enigma that Diana 
really was — aloof, stormy, her dominating will and tem- 
pestuous nature seeming to mark her out for some un- 
common, or even trs^ic destiny. 

But Blaise could have wished for better manners. If 
Diana's were elegant. Baby told Jack to ''boil his fat 
head," Jack sprawled in ungainly fashion, and when 
Zenobia made a half-hearted attempt to make them behave, 
San put her head down on the table, and fairly roared. 

Blaise thought that he must get Tessa to take her in 
hand when they were married. Girls would take hints 
from one another, they would not from older women. 

The dinner was excellent, well-cooked (Blaise by now 
had given up his apprehensions that San would leave the 
table to make an omelette), and served to perfection by 
Clara, who, when her duties for the moment were over, 
stood erect just inside the door, her eyes fixed on the 
opposite wall, like a soldier standing at attention. 

After dessert they went into the big room opening on 
the stoep ; it looked cheery enough with its ruddy fire- 
light, and crimson shaded lamps, and they all settled into 
the big chairs near the great open fireplace, where Teufel 
was already established, and with a total lack of ceremony 
each member of the family plunged into the pursuit 
that at the moment most appealed to him. All except 
George, who, though neither as elegant as Cary, nor as 
handsome as Jack, was much smarter than either, and 
very well bred— he had light-brown, smooth hair, and 
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reddish moustache— Blaise had seen less of him than the 
others, as he was much with friends at a seaport town 
close by. He made Blaise comfortable, and the two mea 
fell into an interesting conversation about matters quite 
uninteresting to the rest of those present. 

Meanwhile San opened a book at the exact place she 
had left off the night before, and with lips a little pursed, 
and apparently oblivious of Blaise's presence, got quickly 
to the next page. (All the Creswelis, save Diana, looked 
upon the people who read books at any time, save for an 
hour or so before bedtime, as hopeless paralytics.) 

Jack sat down to write a letter at the other end of the 
room, coming forward presently with a worried pucker 
above his handsome, short-sighted eyes, to ask the united 
company if Isle of Wight was spelled "white'*? Baby 
had reluctantly got out her spelling-book at the lamp-lit 
table near, and soon embroiled Diana and Gary in the 
intricacies of it. As Blaise glanced at the three young 
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the pluck and brave indifference to pain or accident, the 
quiet acceptance of changed conditions of life, together 
with a vast capacity for willing work. Here was no 
malice, no backbiting— not one of the petty vices that 
worm-eat a character — for all their frank speech, and 
irrepressible slang, the Creswells were the cleanest-minded 
girls he had ever known. 

He was struck by the way they had accepted the fact 
that there is to-day, and only to-day, to work in ; declining 
to be disturbed by yesterday's mistakes, or buoyed up by 
hopes of paying for them out of to-morrow's successes. 

"To be, not to appear," might have stood for their motto; 
in short, it was a sturdy little republic, not sympathetic 
perhaps, but brave ; each was self-supporting, requiring no 
help, no'propping up from the others. The same pluck that 
kept Zenobia at her endless round of household duties 
sent Diana across country in a straight line, refusing 
nothing, carried George through a country of blacks with 
his life in his hand, kept Gary from morn till dusk at his 
glazing and carpentering, and San at her wheelbarrow, was 
only a separate manifestation in each of the same spirit ; 
and, when Blaise thought of his own life, it did not compare 
favourably with theirs. His was all excitement and self- 
pleasing — in the quiet room he seemed to hear the shouts 
of the betting-ring, see the endless ceremonial of the 
race-course. • . . he could never have stood this life ; but 
he was learning some lessons here. • • • he looked across 
at Zenobia, sitting apart with some knitting in her never- 
idle hands, and thanked God that he was not a woman. 

As it happened, she was thinking of him. The least 
match-making mother on earth, Zenobia made welcome 
her sons' and daughters' friends in a detached way — they 
were in reality but shadows to her, and did not alter by so 
much as a fraction her daily life ; even Diana's lovers were 
only a species of magic-lantern — ^but Blaise had brought 
a current of new life through the house ; the place had 
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hummed since he came into it ; secretly, he interested her* 
She had a profound knowledge of men, and she found 
him cold, without gallantryp but a gentleman, therefore 
his wife would be safe-' there are brutalities to which no 
gentleman, even when he detests his wife, ever sinks. And 
she knew, of course, that he was a rich man, and the 
owner of Beaujolais — she knew also that already, cold, 
careless Blaise had captured San*s fancy, and she could 
only stand aside, and watch her girVs destiny fulfil Itselft 

That Tally Ho was the attraction she never guessed, 
or she would have interfered to some purpose — but in this as 
in other things Zenobia was wise, that she remembered her 
own youth. If she would not listen to her parents when 
they urged on her that she was marrying the wrong man 
for her own happiness, why should her daughters listen to 
her in the choice of their lovers ? But San, her favourite 
girl, perhaps, if she had a favourite — ^nearly every woman of 
strong character has of her children — would Blaise make 
Somehow there was less flesh and bloo d about 
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Zenobia over to talk to him. These two comprehended 
each other ; they were the two wise ones — who knew it — of 
the house — ^that is to say, with the wisdom of experience, 
as later, Blaise came to know. 

The happiest times in the parrot's life were when in an 
infrequent moment of rest, his mistress would just say 
"Polly" in a very soft, kind voice, and he would get as 
close to her as he could, put his head down to be 
scratched, and they would exchange, in their own way, 
confidences that they gave to no others. 

Their glances were full of roguishness. Each had a great 
contempt for sport, loved a little excitement and change ; 
but Zenobia was in her home, and Polly safe in his cage, 
and they both had to make the best of it Only Polly had 
more courage than his mistress, and once, while his cage 
was being cleaned, got out, flew through the window ; and 
after being mobbed by blackbirds, and all sorts of other 
birds, he found liberty not so sweet as he had expected, 
and seemed very glad to be caught 

Zenobia told Blaise that there was no record of Polly's 
birth, but he came from the west coast of Africa — when 
he was on his way home, the ship struck a rock in a fog, 
and he was one of the very few saved. Sometimes he 
talked in a strange language that they thought was 
Hottentot, but even George could not be sure. 

Polly had several quarrels with life. The most par- 
ticular, that parrots should be called universally by the 
insulting name of " Polly," whether they were girls or not 
It infuriated him to be called "she " or " it" Polly some- 
times felt transported beyond himself by the number of 
fools there were about ; aU, in fact, but Zenobia — then 
that gramophone of Gary's — ^no one sang or talked like 
that, really — why, it wouldn't take in his friend Teufel, 
who evidently had a pain in his stomach from being 
forced to hear it ''Hiawatha" was the best of them 
... it ran in a bird's head. . . . and to Zenobia too, it 
p 
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had more tban once occurred that the voice of the 
gramophone was as the voice of Blaise's courtship of 
San , , , thoroughly unreal ... it did not ring true 
... it coughed and wheezed, and simulated joys that are 
all right at first hand, but, like the books that Blaise 
despised, give you a very bad and grotesque imitation of 
life as it really is. 

Gradually the conversation at that end of the room 
became general, the subject of books came up ; the dis* 
position of each present being made knoivn by his or her 
choice of theme. Zenobia's leaning to romance was 
revealed in the choice of Maurice Hewlett as her favourite 
writer— George had no tastes, except that he never read 
books of travels — people who do things habitually are not 
so keen on reading about what other fellows do, Diana 
did not care for fiction — " all lies," she said ; but she had 
a passion for history, and loved Martin Hume's books, 
grave and splendid, especially his "Love affairs of Mary 
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over their drinks. George was of opinion that the prin- 
cipal causes for the recent rising were — 

1. Unsuitable native laws. 

2. Non-Commissioned officers in charge of very large 
districts, with no knowledge of natives. 

3. Allowing natives to buy rifles and cartridges. 
Blaise nodded. "I saw rather a good thing in the 

paper the other day," he said. "It observed, 'another 
Hottentot success is reported from German South-west 
Africa. It is, like former reverses, attributed to the 
ignorance of the blacks, who are unable to understand the 
Germans' scientific method of warfare.' " 

"If you know how to treat the blacks, they are all 
right," said George, who ought to know, jis he had lived 
among them so long. 

When Blaise at last went upstairs to bed, little diamond- 
paned windows following the staircase all the way up, it 
seemed to him a clean home out of which to take a clean 
little girl — the little girl who was the owner of Tally Ho. 
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CHAPTER VII 
A WEST AERICAN DIARY 

BLAISE got down next morning before Clara had 
Bnished settings the big room la order — he was the 
first there, all the others being out and abroad, and he 
quietly observed her as he sat down with the diary in his 
hand George had lent hitn overnight He had been closely 
studying the tafll, straight, silent girl who did the work of 
three women in the house, who was never worried or 
flurried, hardly ever seen to smile, scarcely ever heard to 
speak^ — the perfect parlour-maid who knew her duties only, 
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only those who know Africa well do long — the country to 
which men's hearts turn with more ardent devotion than 
to any other under the sun. 

It was only eight o'clock; breakfast was not until 
nine ; plenty of time to read the rough notes of a peaceful 
shooting expedition in West Africa, commenced before 
the rising of the blacks against the Germans. Blaise 
found it intensely interesting to trace the first whisper of 
the trouble in the Englishman's diary, swelling gradually 
to such sinister meaning as he crossed the danger zone, in 
which death to every white man had been declared. The 
first entries were mere allusions to the perfect weather, 
the surf-bound coast — the real interest began with the 
hunting expedition, and starting at the page George had 
marked, he read on at haphazard, only picking out what 
appealed to him. 

" Made an extraordinarily lucky shot ; killed three big 
buck dead with one bullet ; only aimed at a big ram, but 
bullet went clean through his shoulders, also through 
shoulders of another ram, and broke the back of the 
third." And then came a very human touch, and the 
ugly side of sport was revealed. " John shot a gemsbuck ; 
she would have foaled in a week . . . impossible for me 
to go out; left hand in awful state from veldt sores; 
stayed all day in shade, bathing hand which seems to get 
worse ; plenty of koodo about, but can't go after them. . . . 

"After sundown *Kim' stopped a lion; Hendrick 
heard him barking, and thought it was a gemsbuck, but 

when H found what it was, he ran for his life. I went 

up with John, but it was too risky hunting a lion in pitch 
dark and thick bush. • . . 

" Started early from Reitfontein with horses, and never 
saw such a wonderful sight; the whole veldt alive with 
wilderbeeste, hartebeeste, ostriches in large troops, bur- 
chells, zebra, gemsbuck, springbuck ; shot a springbuck, 
but can't judge distance in this veldt After breakfast 
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went out with a bushman on foot ; had a long shot at a 
burchell's zebra ; bullet passed under belly ; then made a 
good shot at a wilderbeeste going full gallop; bullet 
entered high up on rump, he ran about half a mile, I then 
went close and killed him ; a very fine bull with good 
horns ; brought head into camp. Very hot, and a few 
mosquitoes. 

" Went out with horses and pack oxen to get all the 
meat into camp ; saw a small troupe of hartebeeste, but 
did not shoot Walked all the afternoon to find zebra, but 
failed ; could have shot another gemsbuck, but let him ga 
Saw about eight very large birds something like cranes ; 
the bushmen say they come down from Ovamboland in 
the rains. Blew half a gale, with a little rain and lots of 
lightning ; raining like blazes all round us. • • . 

" Violently sick all day, boys also ; water very bad here. 
A rode over to next water which he found good ; . . • 



a large bush-fire on our right, luckily off the road. 
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acknowledge the Germans as having anything to do with 
him or his people, he also gave me his own son as my per- 
sonal guide in the veldt ; . . the whole veldt is beaten down 
by herds of elephant ; they must be close to us now. . . . 
Messenger just arrived from Kamamba to say its not safe 
to go further North, as the natives are all 'up' and are 
coming down to fight Kamamba's people ; all my boys are 
very frightened. But after a long talk I induced them to go 
as far as '* Ombomba/' I shall then see how matters are. 
Natives always seem to be fighting in this veldt ; in any case 
every boy flatly refuses to go further than Ombomba. . . . 
" Left Omahama early, went on ahead of the waggon . . . 
shot a bull, but have never seen such a tough beast. I was 
very thirsty, as I had no water, and went miles on the blood 
spoor ; all the boys (Damaras) are still very frightened. I 
sincerely hope the rumour is exaggerated, as the Bush 
Damaras, with their poisoned arrows, are very nasty, and one 
can never see them in the thick bush ; • . . when I got back 
to the waggon, found ten more Bush Damaras there, they 
had been chased South by the ' Otavi ' Damaras ; a curious 
custom they have when meeting the chiefs son ' Catchy- 
weara' : they in turn kneel down, and just touch the palm 
of his hand with their tongues. Did not go out in the 
afternoon as it rained like the devil, and never stopped all 
night • . . 

" Just remembered it's my birthday, so I celebrated the 
event by opening a tin fruit Was out hunting the whole 
day, and saw absolutely nothing, owing to rain ; game must 
have trekked away. 

" All the Damaras again refused togo any further North, 
as they say we shall be killed ; after considerable high 
words on both sides, I told them they could all go back, 
but that I should go on ; finally they agreed to come with 
me ; but I am beginning to get a little uneasy myself, as 
evtry fresh native that comes to the waggon warn us to 
turn back. I am most anxious to get to Ombomba,'[as that 
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is the most likely place for giraffe and elephant . , • the 
natives seem awfully frightened about something, , , , We 
trekked on again after midday, through a lovely country 
for scenery — huge mountains, and flats all full of flowers^ 
and everything green, but no game ; at the evening outspan, 
two more natives turned up, and said there is plenty of 
game ahead including giraffe; I only hope its true. Last 
night, about midnight, a terrific thunderstorm broke on us^ 
the drops of rain seemed as big as nuts ; saw fairly fresh 
elephant spoor this evening, the latter can't be far away, yet 
we can't find them. . * . Ombomba is a lovely place, the water 
is on the side of amountain, with a huge flat all surrounded 
by high mountains ; had an awful long creep after the 
zebra, as they were on a bare flat, had to wriggle along on 
my stomach ; rained in the afternoon, so did not go out • . . 
Lions are all round us to-night making a fine noise^ so 
this alone will scare the giraffe away from this veldt 

'* Started early from Ondondobas on giraffe spoor, and^ 
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neck ; but he came off with onljr a broken finger, and skin 
off many parts of his body. We were all completely cooked, 
even the Damaras. . . . Watched for a long time a bush pig 
sow, with five little ones, it was a most interesting sight ; 
she had very good tusks, but although I would have liked 
them, I let her go ; she was very plucky, as when I appeared 
she immediately showed fight On my arrival at the 
waggon found great excitement, as six natives with guns 
had arrived and Catchyweara does not know them. I think 
they would have killed my Damaras only they are afraid 
of what I would do. Shall rest to-morrow, as two days 
after elephant is awful hard work, and it rained all the 
afternoon; we walked through water nearly up to our 
knees to get back. . . . Can't find the giraffe, which shows 
I am in a vein of very bad luck. That huge bull elephant 
must be dead now, we saw to-day where he had fallen in 
a bog, and evidently had great difficulty in getting out ; 
it was maddening to give the beast up, as natives will find 
the teeth. 

" Hyenas were prowling round all night, close to the 
waggon, making a hideous row. . . . Alfred shot two ducks 
on the vlee ; never saw any like them before, beautiful 
plumage. . . . Just before sundown a fearful thunder- 
storm came on ; never heard such thunder, it was like 
heavy artillery going off close to one's head, I had 
prepared a good ' Irish stew,' but as the whole camp was 
under water, in a few minutes everything was spoiled, 
and my dinner was bread and jam. ... 

"The natives that came to the waggon on Wednesday 
say they want to ' trek.' Catchyweara says ' no,' as then 
we should have trouble, they would soon get a lot more 
with guns. I have now told them they can't leave this 
veldt until I do, but fully expect they will bolt in the 
night, though my Damaras watch them carefully. . . . Struck 
a fresh Eland bull's spoor, followed it carefully through 
bush and over flats, soon found where he slept, then that 
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'strange feeling' came over xne when one knows some- 
thing big is near, Eventuallyt while in the thickest bush, 
one of the Damaras pointed with his hand, showing the 
bull was off. I ran for my life through the thorns, and just 
caught a ghmpse of the hind part of a huge animal dis- 
appearing in the bush ; by the greatest luck I was on him, 
as the rifle came up I pulled, and never with greater 
pleasure have I heard a bullet hit I I knew he must be 
hit far back, as I only saw his hind-quarters ; but we all ran 
through the bush (three or four hundred yards), and there 
I saw the magnificent old chap standing on a flat not two 
hundred yards off. I then gave him another bullet which 
stopped him — at least he only went a short distance, then 
collapsed. He turned out to be a very large bull, height 
seventy-four inches from withers to base of fore-foot, cir- 
cumference of neck sixty-four, halfway between skull and 
shoulder, horns shorty but very massive, he is a typical 
*blue bull,* it was a great stroke of luck making such a 
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and now all the fanners have gone to the front. I am now 
anxious to get some reliable news. All the morning 
drying meat» and skinning hartebeeste heads ; • . • trekked 
on after midday, and met two Damaras, who immediately 
hid in the grass until they saw who I was. They state the 
whole of the natives have risen, and killed every German 
they can find — a nice look out for me. Slept near 
Otzitame ; old Joab has cleared out, and all white people 
are entrenched at Goas. Sfarted at 4 a.m., trekking most 
of the day, in the evening killed a gemsbuck . . . reached 
Franzfontein at midnight; the outlook is very bad, the 
Damaras have killed all the whites they can find round 
here, a few are left at the station. It seems, first of all, 
the soldiers left the station, as the Hottentots here sacked 
it, but now a lieutenant and fifteen men have got back 
most of the cartridges and food, and have quieted Lazarus, 
the chief. I don't know what to do, the latter says I can 
safely go on, as an Englishman is perfectly safe ; on the 
other hand, the Germans say I had better stop here; now 
if I side with the Germans, I shall stand no chance of my 
life with the Damaras. At present the lieutenant is out 
fighting Damaras, five hours' ride east, I think I shall wait 

here until he returns. I expected a letter from C , but 

find none, so don't know where he is. Lazarus says, ' at 
Ais,' but another boy says ' Natboth ; ' all the roads are held 
by the natives, so there is no news at all of what has 
happened, but I fear the worst. Lazarus says that the 
natives have passed word round that all Englishmen are 
to go free ; but it's impossible to know whether this is true 
or not I have had another talk with him, and he tells me 
the Damaras have killed every German they can find, and 
looted all the stores, then burnt them — the position of all 
whites is very bad. Lieutenant not returned, although he 
was expected yesterday. . • . All day waiting for the 
patrol, which came in about 3 p.m., they had killed twenty- 
five Damaras, a few women, and collected three hundred 
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cows. Lieutenant S dined with me at the waggon, 

and thinks that if I meet Damaras with my three rifles I 
can keep them off; he also says they will not kill English, 

I think S is quite the best sort of German officer I have 

ever met; . , . saw Lieutenant S and his patrol off to 

Outyo with all the cattle. I was able to give him a bottle 
of whisky and some tobacco; needless to say how thankful 
he was, I dined with the missionary and his wife — very 
nice people, and they gave mf an excellent dinner. It was 
a luxury after five months in the hunting veldt ; they told 
me that the position of the Germans is very bad, and that 
the Governor is cither killed or a prisoner, and that practi- 
cally all the troops in the South are completely wiped 
out I trekked after midday, and must take my chance of 
getting through. Shortly after leaving Fran^fontein two 
Berg Damaras, who knew me, came out of the bush, they 
state that ' Kateribondi/ one of the Damara commandants, 
intends attacking Franzfontein to-day or to-morrow, and 
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think ' Kateribondi ' would kill me, but natives are so 
uncertain. I think my boys will fight if necessary, as they 
took it in turns to sit beside the waggon all last night with 
their rifles ; needless to say I just laid down with every- 
thing on, in case of attack. No game; but I don't feel 
much like hunting now, although I must kill something 
for meat. I was unable to get any stores in Franzfontein 
as the Hottentots had looted everything, consequently I 
am very short of everything, my reserve, three months* 

stores, I left with C , and now I'm wondering if the 

Damaras have taken them. I am hoping my 'runner' 
from Ais will get to the waggon to-night, I shall then either 

get a letter from C , or know he has had to bolt from 

the Damaras ; . . . arrived at Dubit Vrit early, and found 

the runner, he reports C and B have left Ais, and 

there is not a living soul there ; house broken into, and a 
lot of good stuff stolen, but nothing broken up. Through 
all the veldt the runner has traversed, he has not seen a 
single native to get any news, it certainly looks very bad. 
I shall sleep here to-night, and then make for Walfish Bay 
through the lower veldt, keeping off the big roads. I hope 
to get there in about ten days; am very short of stores, but 
expect to kill enough game-meat to get me down. . • . 

** Reached Klein Sokiep early, where I shall stay over 
midday ; no fresh spoor of natives anywhere ; if I could 

hear some news of C and B it would relieve my 

anxiety a great deal. I feel sure there is a letter for me 
somewhere, but fear the boy who had it, has bolted for the 
war. Veldt is beautiful here, and banks full of water — 
a delightful hunting veldt if it were safe to stop. ... At 
Klein Sokiep also, we found quite fresh spoor of two horses, 

which my boys swear are my horses, and that C and 

B are somewhere in this veldt . . . 

" Slept at Soris-Soris, sent Alfred and Jonathan to take 
horse spoor back to see where it came from, and I went off 
to see if I could cut it. coming into this veldt; found some 
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way to the west a spoor of a cart and horses which looks 
like minet but as rain has fallen, it's v^ry difficult to say 
for certain, I also sent another boy to Ais to see if the two 
horses went there. I can't trek for the coast until I know 
where my letters and the company's books are — if I could 
only find a native ; but there is not a living soul in the 
whole veldt, it seems. Had some long shots at springbuck 
this morning more to fire the rifle than to kill, as some 
one may hear it, and come to the waggon. The boy I sent 
to Ais came back about five p,m*, and said the horses 
went back last night, so they must have crossed my 
spoor in the dark without seeing it. Was there cvef 
such cursed luck ? Alfred and Jonathan got back about 

ten p.m,, and report that C and B are to the North, 

most likely at ' Waterfall/ A Bastard who told them the 
latter is clearing away out of the war I decided to trek 

to ' Waterfall/ and talk over the position with C and 

B . Paid off Hendrick and John, but lent them a rifle 
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rushing through the veldt, not knowing any minute 
they might not be attacked. • . . 

"We were able to have a swim this morning, it was 
grand I We shall rest here for a week, and then try and 
get to the coast The Damaras have taken all my food 
and stores from Ais, but I sent two boys yesterday to see 
if they have looted my papers ; . . . news from Ziefontein 
that Jan Ougamop with seventy fighting men has joined 
the German troops ; these men will be of great help to 
the Germans. . . . 

"Plenty of Burchell's zebra about here, but am not 
keen on shooting them ; . . • boys arrived back, reporting 
my despatch-box has been broken all to pieces, the contents 
chucked about all over the house, luckily the boys were 
able to pick up the most important documents. 

" C and self, with two boys, went for a day's hunt- 
ing ; soon after starting saw two steinbuck fighting, shot 
one of them. . . . Berg Damara came in from interior, he 
states all Germans, excluding the Governor, are dead, but 
says Englishmen are safe. Reports that railway right down 
to Swakop, with all bridges, is destroyed. Anxiously 
waiting news from the magistrate of Walfisch Bay. . . . 
Although I had covered the meat up very carefully, wolves 
have taken most of it, including the horns— crushing bad 
luck, I feel mad, as they were forty-two to forty-three 
inches long, by far the best pair I ever shot. Mosquitoes 
very bad ; boys got in with letters from the coast that the 
road is at present clear of Damaras, so shall trek on 
Thursday. As I hear there are anxious inquiries from 
London about me, I would give twenty pounds to be able 
to wire I'm safe, so far at any rate ; expect the Mater is 
afraid something has happened to me. Probably the 
English papers have accounts of the native rising here.' * 

After this follows a course of leisurely hunting, trek- 
king, and bathing ; but beyond Soris-Soris they thought 
they heard heavy guns firing. 
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" We now have to cross the desert, but there is a chance 
of finding water about half-way ; , , * oxen so tired that 
wc made another rest at sundown, where we found a dead 
Datuara ; he had only been dead a few days, but the 
wolves had eaten nearly every bit of him. 

'* Shortly after starting again, I was very glad to see a 
fire, and we found, much to our surprise, we had reached 
a station on the railway^ the station-master being a Nor- 
wegian, and most kind to us. There is one train daily, so 
we hope to leave for the coast to-morrow evening* . , , 

" Unloaded the cart, and sent oxen down to the Swakop 
River, which is about three hours* walk ; train is expected 
to leave about six p,m. Sent Alfred on with Charlie (the 
only horse out of the three I took on my trip that did not 
die of horse sickness) to let them know in Swakop we 
have arrived safe," 

Thus ended a modest diary, that quite unconsciously, 
but convincingly, proved that to be an Englishman in West 
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slop-shop attire — he seemed a curious commentary on his 
diary as he went to the fireplace, and laced his boots 
methodically, first putting on gloves that he might not soil 
his hands ; his greeting to Blaise was the only civil one the 
latter received that morning. 

Diana's brown boots, slender in the foot, and amply 
long as to the leg, were already warming before the fire ; 
it would not have surprised Blaise if she had put them on 
before him ; but when she and Baby came in from the 
stables, she went like the rest, straight to the business of 
the moment, which happened to be breakfast. 

Zenobia and Jack came in together — ^Jack, who was a 
noted fisherman, cheered by the prospect of a day's sport. 
It was a noisy breakfast-table ; Polly's strident chuckling 
'' Ho 1 ho ! " as a background, but it might have been 
noted that Blaise and Zenobia were the most silent people 
there. She saw and approved his morning freshness, 
the health in his clear eyes, half grudgingly admired the 
close waves of earth-red hair ; but though he addressed him- 
self to San whenever he got a chance, his devotion, as at 
all times, was rather that of the resolute, unimpassioned 
buyer, than the eager lover, honestly in love with the one 
girl out of the world he has chosen for a wife. 

Diana was abstracted, beautiful as ever, as she read a 
sheaf of letters in men's handwriting, and the first to leave 
the table to go to the Boot-Hole to answer them — she was 
by no means so becomingly or so happily lodged as San, 
she had only a small hut, or lean-to near the stable, with an 
oil-stove poking its ugly head through the slated roof— and 
there, when not pursuing the main business of her life — 
hunting — she sat and ate chocolates, read, answered her 
love-letters, and received her lovers. She would have been 
intellectual had she taken the trouble ; yet though she 
and Luke Randall (the only man of brains she knew) were 
in touch on many points, they had never become pals as 
he and San were. It was understood that Diana did not 
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do much beyond grooming her own horse ; though she 
was always willing to help if asked^ — work was not her 
rd/et while San must w^ork to her full strength or die. 

Caiy was wrapped up in military duties, carpentering, 
and helping his neighbours, and now went roethodically 
off to his hot-house and cucumber-frames, beginning a 
fresh task when one was finished, and not expectingp or 
receiving any praise for his arduous toil. Jack and George 
went off without ceremony — ^Georgc was going by train 
to sec his friends at Starfish that day — Zenobia, in spite 
of Po11y*s appealing cries of '* Mater I Mater!" — each 
" Mater " gathering in despairing force — disappeared ; of 
mornings she was the most invisible, as she was the 
most active person in the house. No one seemed to want 
Blaise ; so he left undisturbed San in her greenhouse, 
Gary at his cucumber-frame, and strolled down to the 
stables, where the idol of his heart, that made it beat 
faster than either San or Tessa ever could, hid his dis- 



CHAPTER VIII 
BLAGOW 

SOME one said of Blagow once, that it was impossible 
for any man to be as honest as he looked ; but it was 
probably the capacity for keeping his mouth shut, as much 
as the candour of the Galway lad's eye, that had led 
Matthew Hale to trust him. Yet there was nothing super- 
human about his virtue or honesty either ; he was like most 
people, good precisely so long as he was not tempted 
beyond his strength ; but when that happened, very human 
indeed. 

The groom had a pretty shrewd suspicion of what 
brought the Major over so often, it was Tally Ho, of 
course ; he did not see how Blaise could possibly have 
helped recognizing the horse as Phantom, or himself under 
another name, for he had been with the famous steeple- 
chaser from a colt — from the very commencement of his 
career, when poor and angular, with a loose neck and long 
ears, his lengtiiy frame and large clean limbs yet afforded 
promise of the extraordinary power and speed to which he 
afterwards attained. 

It is not Qwery day that a man — however rich and 
ambitious he maybe — offers ten thousand pounds even for 
a favourite ; and Major Blundell had offered that — would 
have given more — but Matthew Hale stubbornly refused 
to sell And now, in this God-forsaken spot, the very man 
who knew the horse best, and wanted it most, had dropped 
from the skies ; and though Major Blundell had given no 
sign of recognizing either Blagow or the horse, you could 
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never tell — these officers had such a high» cool way with 
them— the instinct abnormally developed in all men who 
have been in racing-stables, warned Blagow that a busy 
and important man like Blaise would not be hanging^ round 
the Cross-roads without some definite object — but as the 
days passed p and the Major made no attempt whatever to 
draw him out on the subject of the horse, his fears quieted 
down, and he ceased to avoid him. 

Major Blundell was always especially nice to Blagow — 
one of the most unapproachable men alive to the general 
public, he could be charming when he liked, and there was 
a subtle pleasure at being in touch with the famous gentle- 
man-rider that Blagow thoroughly appreciated. What 
he read in the sporting papers was one thin^. what he 
knew and was told from the inside another — for the first 
time in years he had an opportunity of talking shop, and 
what delightful shop it was I In their conversations 
Blundell did not dwell at all on Tally Ho, but spoke often 
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If his honesty seemed remarkable, his good looks were 
even more so, and he furnished an element of romance in 
Clara's monotonous life, just as soon she came to furnish 
the sole excitement in his. 

Unquestionably the men about horses see life as others 
do not, and there is an amazing amount of knowledge 
of the world about these grooms who are every year in 
great hunting centres, many of whom have served their 
apprenticeship in racing-stables, or in the private studs of 
great racehorse-owners and noblemen. There is nothing 
about the ways of men and women in the hunting and racing 
world that they do not know, and many a popular idol is 
summed up by them in a phrase, or by a nickname that 
the ignorant society paragraphist would give his heart's 
blood to know of. Then the abundant wages, constantly 
swelled by their winnings, the excellent living, the atmo- 
sphere of excitement peculiar to horses, all contribute to 
the extraordinary zest these men bring to life, and also to 
an easy morality more or less modelled on that of their 
betters. 

Clara would smile gravely at some of the stories Blagow 
told her when — ^with that leisure only possible to frightfully 
busy, over-worked people — ^she would come down the 
garden path to the stables to breathe the air ; more often 
than usual, Blagow thought, since Major Blundell's hand- 
some chauffeur Wilkins had pervaded the yard, greatly to 
the groom's disgust 

Yes, there was the rub. Blagow a mere stable-help 
in a poor if "goey family," and Wilkins in dark-green 
livery not unlike an officer's uniform, lithe, smart, good 
looking, with all the assurance of his position about a man 
of such note as Blaise, and Wilkins made no secret of his 
admiration for the scornful Clara. 

Blaise got a bird's-eye view of the situation when 
coming down the path one afternoon in the dusk, he saw 
Clara as she stood erect by the motor, with her aloof 
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air, dark-haired, disdainful, the chauffeur bendtng eagerly 
towards her, Blagow's stealthy head watching from the 
half- closed shutters of Tally Ho's box near by, Blagow 
thouc^ht he had seen Clara's critical eyes dwell admiringly 
on Wilkins graceful proportions, lend an ear to his flatteries, 
and that the odious comparisons suggested by his own and 
Wilkin s' appearance, might result in the loss of the only 
thing in the world he really loved save Tally Ho, so that 
he was gradually working up to a white heat of jealousy 
that would ultimately forge the very weapon Blaise needed 
to ensure success. 

But Wilkins wasted his time ; the touch of mystery^ — 
of romance even, about the wild Irish boy, Blagow, had 
somehow touched Clara's cold heart, and if slow she was to 
make up her mind, when she did, she stuck. Yet she saw 
that he had something on his mind, and was annoyed that 
he would not confide to her — he was restless, moody, unlike 
himself since Major BlundelFs coming — to Blagow the whole 
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of wealth was amazing, if he believed that the bo/s capacity 
for keeping his mouth shut, would withstand every tempta- 
tion, the spirit in which Blagow originally accepted the 
trust honestly, and with a single mind, was perhaps the 
most amazing thing of all. But Matthew Hale had taken 
the measure of the Galway lad on the whole fairly ; the 
mistake was, that the five hundred pounds given him as 
the price of his silence was too little or too much. 

It turned him sick sometimes to think of it ; that horse, 
the horse of the century, hiding his head under a zinc 
roof, hacked about the country just like any common hunter, 
when he should be in the full blaze of fame, and flood of 
success, the worship and admiration of thousands ; it was like 
turning a flashing sword into a blunt reaping hook, yet how 
was the horse to be restored to his proper position ? If 
Major Blundell, as Clara seemed to think, were making up 
to Miss San for the sake of the horse, why then, where did 
he (Blagow) come in — and for the matter of that, where 
did Major Blundell ? For under no circumstances might 
the young lady allow Tally Ho to be raced; it was 
Blagow's business, for which he had been paid, to see to 
that. Cudgel his brains as he might, he could see no way 
out of the impasse^ or make out what Major Blundell's 
game was ; one thing was certain, that any mad idea he 
might have had of annexing the horse was over, and 
gradually his curiosity as to Major Blundell's intentions 
was rising, like his jealousy, to boiling-point 

Blaise, watching closely, waiting for the proper moment 
to cut in, thought he found it that morning. Blagow was 
in the harness-room, rubbing and polishing, when Major 
Blundell went straight to the matter in hand. 

'' Miss Creswell is matching her horse Tally Ho against 
my Mad Mike," he said carelessly. ** I think the Mersham 
racecourse, with additions, might do." 

" Beg pardon, sir," said Blagow, " but Miss Creswell 
won't race her horse, against her rules, sin" 
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"But she has consented, and is responsible to no one," 
said Blaise, quietly, though every nerve in his body wa3 
tense with eagerness for Blagow's reply. 

" No ; leastways it was only wis/ies, sir/* said the man^ 
and stared as the two halves of Major Blundell's cigarette, 
bitten through by his strong teeth, fell to the ground. 

Blaise knew now that Blagow held no private instruc- 
tions — it was the thin edge of the wedge, but only one 
of the men knew it 

"That Mersham course," said Major Blundell, "is not 
stiff enough. We want the nearest approach we can get to 
a Gahvay one; ' He paused as Blagow threw up his head, 
his nostrils dilating like some war-horse at sound of 
battle. " And I don't see why we shouldn't get it" 

'* I know, sir," said Blagow, grimly. " Two miles round 
altogether; the course a circular one, everything to be 
jumped twice. When you're near it, there's little to see 
but dark, frowning walls ; but the big wall — five feet high, 
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moment he forgot that Blaise knew them too, he seemed 
to swell and become taller with pride. His blood tingled 
as he said — 

" I shall be able to manage it, sir ; it's a simple enough 
matter, when expense is no object, and no one hereabouts 
will interfere with anything a Creswell may be pleased to 
do. But it's a pity it's not Miss Diana that's going to 
ride." 

"You don't think Miss Creswell can do it?" said 
Blaise sharply. 

"Do it? Of course she can," said Blagow, almost 
contemptuously ; " leastways Tally Ho will do it off his 
own bat— blindfold." He stopped abruptly, looked sharply 
at Blaise, who was looking away. *' Miss San has better 
hands and more judgment than Miss Diana ; but lord I 
what a picture the young lady and the horse would 
make!" 

Blaise nodded. He had never forgotten the exquisite 
silhouette of Diana's face and figure against the sky as she 
rode her horse bare-backed in the jumping contest ; the 
sculptor who could have recreated horse and girl at that 
moment would have achieved immortality. 

" And Miss Diana don't mind being killed," went on 
Blagow, returning to his bit ; " it's all in the day's work to 
her ; but if ever there was a human sowl born a twin to a 
steeplechase jockey, 'tis that same Miss Diana is this 
day I" 

Blaise nodded. He had often thought that if one could 
turn her into a boy, light-weight as she was, and with her 
nerve, coolness and daring, she would win every big 
thing to a dead cert on Tally Ho. 

" We could spare Miss Diana better, sir," said Blagow, 
a trifle grimly, "if an accident is to be ; but there's no fear 
of that" 

Blaise started ; how brutal it looked from the outside — 
a girl set to ride over such a course. Only Blagow and he 
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knew that it would be child's play to the horse who had 
done it all before, probably would love doing it again ; but 
Lady Sophy, Zenobia, what would they say ? No shirk- 
ing would come from San, she was game to the backbone, 
yet with a sudden revulsion of feeling that inner-self of 
him, never seen, seldom heard, spoke in Blaise then ; he 
saw himself the shabby fellow that he was — he had mn 
straight in everything, including horses, up to now, and it 
was a low trick to play on a girl, If Tally Ho had 
been spoiled for a 'chaser by knocking about in this awful 
country, and Mad Mike could beat him, he would depart 
honourably, leaving San in peace. 

"You are sure there would be no risk to her?" he 
said sharply. *' Of course there will be no field behind 
to override her ; that's where the accidents come in," 

He branched off here into a discussion on one or 
two recent racing accidents and events, concerning which 
Blagow seemed wonderfully ^velMnformed, and for awhile 



CHAPTER IX 
THE MJATCH 

SIR GEORGE FREELING smoothed away all diffi- 
culties ia the way of turning a public racecourse 
into a private matching affair — Blagow neglected his 
stable duties to superintend the making of the '' Galway 
Course ; " his every energy and faculty, all his intense 
pride in Tally Ho going into it— he knew, none better, 
what the horse could do, and a current of fierce excite- 
ment ran through his veins that became almost uncon- 
trollable as the day of the race drew near. 

*'The race-course is getting on very nicely," said 
Blaise one day to San. The few additions are an improve- 
ment I know what you and your sisters can do, in the 
way of jumping," he added — " you won't be afraid ? " 

San frowned, the word " fear " was not to be found in 
the Creswells' dictionary. 

••Are youf' she said brusquely. "Of course I don't 
know what you can do. A man may be no good in the 
hunting field, but " 

Blaise laughed. 

" Though of course you wouldn't be where you are if 
you weren't good at 'chasing," added San, reluctantly. 

She asked him some questions about Mad Mike, and 
he described him — his points, his failings, temper chiefly. 
It was the first time she had condescended, in her bigoted 
prejudice, as he called it, to consider his profession 
seriously ; she seemed to regard racers as not horses at 
all ; but now she listened intently. Any new light on the 
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character of horses interested her, and, since she had to 
ride» she hoped to win. 

*' When will you run over to see the course? '* he said, 
" ril take you in my motor, if you like," 

But San abhorred motors, and declined; she would 
ride over at a spare moment, alone— perhaps the following 
day, Diana did not flinch when she saw the ugly course 
— she secretly intended riding over it alone at early morn- 
ing — only asked Blagow later if he thought Tally Ho could 
do it When he said **Yes," she dismissed the subject 
from her mind, and went eagerly back to the hunting 
that absorbed all her best thoughts and energies. 

It was San's habit to rise at 6.30 in summer, and at a 
later hour in winter, and groom Tally Ho before break- 
fast. It was always a puzzle to her why grooms never 
attained to the gloss and polish that she did ; it could not 
be elbow-grease— they used plenty— or art, unless, indeed, 
the brains helped the body* She thought love must have 
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" Vm rather keen on seeing Mad Mike/' she said 
abruptly ; *' your best horse, ain't he ? " 

Blaise nodded. 

San shrugged her shoulders. " Hope he won't win — for 
Blagow's sake," she said. " That boy's fit for nothing ; we 
shall have to sack him if he doesn't look out ; " at which 
Blaise rejoiced, seeing how unimportant a person Blagow 
appeared to her. 

Luke Randall came over, and had a look round also, 
to him that course told much. If Tally Ho beat Mad 
Mike, San's fate was fixed — involuntarily, he shuddered ; 
there were some ugly leaps. But what did a dear little girl's 
life or happiness matter when a selfish brute like Blundell 
desired to gratify a rotten whim? He had gone to the 
trouble of procuring a picture of the race-horse Phantom, 
and, privately, though he felt a hound when he did it, com- 
paring it with the one hanging in San's den, and with the 
horse himself; they were identical. But it would be hard 
to prove, and if Blagow, who must know, had kept his 
mouth shut all this time, was it likely he would open it 
now to oblige a poor man like himself? Besides, his 
gorge rose at such subterranean methods — he imagined 
San's disgust when Blagow told her of his prying curiosity. 
The little there was to know, she had herself told him, and 
it was almost incredible that Blagow should settle down 
here as a stable help, if he possessed a secret worth a 
fortune. One thing was certain, San would never permit 
the horse to be used for racing purposes— here Luke and 
Blagow pulled up at the same dead wall ; but then they did 
not quite grasp the strength, or possibly, the wickedness, 
of Blaise's character. 

The match was kept very quiet. Sophy went over ; she 
had never seen a real Galway course before, and thought it 
ugly ; she attacked Blaise fiercely on the subject the next 
time she saw him. 

** Why don't you let my San alone ? " she cried. ** Diana 
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might do it, for she spurs her horse, and sticks at nothiilg 
with her tremendous nerve ; but San doesn't ; she may be 
killed;" 

" So long as the horse is not," he said to himself, then he 
laughed ; there was something cruel, ferocious even, in his 
laugh that shocked Lady Sophy, and there was little 
affection in the glance she bestowed on him. 

"I don't know what your game is/' she said, "but I 
feel sure it bodes no good to San, You're not in love with 
her— if Tessa's arts can't knock a spark out of you, I am 
sure San*3 won't; that hair, and cold as a fish I If she's 
for anybody, she's for Luke/' but Blaise only laughed again* 

" Of course/' he said, " it would be brutal if we did not 
know what those girls can do in the way of riding; '* but 
she gave him pause ; although it had not previously occurred 
to him, there was the contingency, of coarse, that either 
the girl or horse, or both, might be killed, or the horse 
seriously damaged, and, therefore, made useless for his 
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from suspecting what was about to happen, or he would 
have made a point of being present Blaise judged rightly 
that a bottle of champagne, and the blandishments of a 
pretty girl at the bar (whom he had bribed), would keep 
the groom quietly there till his return, which was indefinite. 

The race had been kept dark — the meeting was small 
and inselect — San had purposely chosen a hunting day, 
Diana and Baby had at the last moment yielded to the 
temptation of a day's sport, but Luke Randall was there, 
so were Lady Sophy and Sir George Freeling, practically 
all San's little world, swelled by yokels and urchins, the 
usual tattered fringe that clings to unusual doings in the 
country, and Tessa was present also. Blaise quietly rode up 
on the horse that, out of all his racing stud, he depended 
upon most, and least, for Mike had lost (out of pure cussed- 
ness) almost as many races for his master as he had won, 
and the pair were subjected to a close scrutiny from the 
little knot of people awaiting them. 

Mad Mike was trained to perfection, and Blaise rode 
him with admirable steadiness ; but he could not give 
the horse a good temper. He was said to have the worst 
mouth and worst temper of any horse in England ; with 
legs of iron, and a wicked eye that spoke the devilry of 
countless ancestors, wicked as only a horse's can be. 
That day the excitement that boiled in the veins of the 
rider, seemed to communicate itself to the horse, whose 
wide, scarlet nostrils bespoke both courage and resolu- 
tion, showing something of the indomitable will of his 
master. 

Greetings were exchanged, the horizon scanned for 
San who, at the last moment, with her usual absence of 
ceremony, torn from her gardening at a critical juncture^ 
cantered up on Tally Ho ; and as there was no weighing 
business, nothing to hinder them, and with Sir George to 
act as starter, they walked to the starting-post, and almost 
immediately the two horses were sent on their journey. 
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Both jumped off together, San purpasely keeping 
Tally Ho " on his toes " in order not to let Blaise, with all 
his experience of the value of a good begtnmng^ slip her 
at the post, and also, perhaps, it was in her mind to show 
him^-and the little crowd — that even a girl could get her 
horse off the mark as quickly as the cleverest of jockeys* 
The pace was good from the moment the starter dropped 
his flag and shouted " Go 1 " and they ran side by side to 
the first fence, a plain, strongly built-up one. They rose 
together, and it was noticeable that while Mad Mike flew 
rather than jumped it (for horses that race over fences 
much are very apt to "chance" them when they look like 
"giving"), Tally Ho jumped it as though he expected — 
as well he might, considering where he had been hunted^ — a 
ditch on the far side. After this, the pace improved to 
top speed, and there was nothing in it as they approached 
the Regulation Ditch^ though Blaise, who was on the out- 
side, was sitting down in his saddle instead of standing in 
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and while Tally Ho merely pricked his ears towards it, 
Mad Mike laid back his, and began to "scotch" long 
before he reached it. As he approached nearer, he bored 
his head from side to side in the endeavour to pull the 
reins through Blaise's hands and enable him to run out, 
once away from that iron vice that would keep him 
straight, the while he galloped sideways, always edging 
a bit out of his line. Tally Ho, with a four-lengths' lead, 
neither turned his game head from side to side nor 
attempted to sidle, but with a mighty lunge from his 
powerful quarters hurled himself over the water, and 
landed with all four legs a foot to spare on dry land. 

"Mad Mike doesn't mean to have the water," said 
Luke from among the spectators ; but he reckoned with- 
out the strong resolute man on the horse's back, who in 
a flash changed his whip, and dealt his horse such a rib- 
binder on the side to which he was boring as surprised 
him, and it was with almost a good grace that Mad Mike 
made the best of a bad job, and rose at the water. 

" By God, he's down I " shouted Luke Randall in his 
excitement, as it was seen that Mad Mike had dropped 
his hind legs into the water ; but Blaise, sitting well back, 
picked him up in a moment, and had him going again 
before the spectators had grasped what had occurred. 
This blunder had helped to increase Tally Ho's lead by a 
length or more, and now Blaise began to ride after him in 
earnest, going the shortest way, and using all his science 
to decrease the lead. Over the next few fences he made 
up a little ground ; but they were both going at top-speed 
and the difference in the weight was beginning to tell in 
favour of Tally Ho. At the fence before the water, the 
second time round, Blaise was within five lengths of Tally 
Ho, having got there by the exercise of his experience of 
race-riding rather than anything else; but San, turning 
her head just then to see where he was, grasped the fact 
that if she let him get on terms with her again, he would 
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be certain to outride her, shook Tally Ho up, who cleared 
it at a bound, and galloped straight on to the water at a 
terrific pace. 

" That settles it," said Luka " San wiU win this in a 
canter." 

But the unforeseen happened, for at the water-jump, 
whether she lost her head at the approaching thunder of 
the horse's hoofs, or miscalculated the distance at which 
they were, Tessa rose suddenly right in the path of Tally 
Ho, whoj swerving suddenly, would have unseated any 
rider less expert than San; but she kept him straight, 
changing her whip like lightning, and Tally Ho went on 
like a bird, steadily, joyously, leaving Mad Mike far 
behind. He had no tricks, no vice, but the sweetest dis- 
position and temper a horse ever had; and on her part 
San^ for once, the only time in her life, tasted the savour of 
life, knew the jockey's triumph, Xh^ prima donnas success, 
this was different to the inexpressibly intoxicating sport 
of hunting, the thundering rush of the hunt itself— some- 
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comfortably, for San had eased him a bit when she saw how 
she could hold Mad Mike, and now, with an almost im- 
perceptible increase of pace, brought him to the winning- 
post, where Sir George acted as judge, and he announced 
the result to the smallest public probably ever present at a 
struggle between two such magnificent horses. 

San's eyes were shining as she leaned over and patted 
Tally Ho's satin neck, heard the plaudits of Sir George 
and Sophy (Luke's silence, Tessa's agitation did not strike 
her) ; and Blaise drew a deep breath — Phantom had not 
gone back — ^was in finer form than ever. San's light weight, 
perfect hands, and riding had hurt the horse no more, even 
in that vile country, than if Blaise had ridden him himself, 
he rejoiced in his defeat as he never had in any victory, 
for it proved Tally Ho to be the best horse he knew. San's 
riding of him meant little, and was a mere adjunct to the 
horse's greatness ; he neither felt nor expressed enthusiasm 
over it — the most excited person present was Blagow. 
A subdued fire had smouldered in his eyes as he awaited 
San's arrival — it was like a mother watching her young 
daughter's dibut at her first ball; now it burst into 
a flame with Tally Ho's success. When he ran up to 
congratulate San, she was already riding quietly away 
homewards with Blaise and the old love-birds, leaving 
Tessa, who had driven herself over, in the care of Luke 
Randall. 

Now that the excitement of the race was past, 
Luke was asking himself what that look in Tessa's 
passionate Italian eyes had meant, as he wrenched her 
back from compassing either her own or San's death, 
only a consummate horsewoman would have failed to be 
unseated by the tremendous swerve Tally Ho had given, 
as none but a magnificent 'chaser could at the same time 
have negotiated the jump as he did. When he had put 
her, sullen and silent, into the cart, and raised his hat, he 
noticed that, timid in driving as she usually was, now 
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she drove away recklessly, and he shook his head as he 
lAatchcd her, 

" That gif I means mischief," he muttered, as he started 
to walk back to Yarrocks, Well, Blaise had lost the racCj 
and won it^ and much more, unless Luke was mistakenj 
if he meant to act, he must do so at once ; but action was 
not Luke's forte, as Sophy often told him. 

Meanwhile, Blagow, the excitement of the race still 
burning in his veins, went into the town, bent on aug- 
menting his fever by the spirits that nowadays he so rarely 
touched. The match had revived in him the joy, the delirium 
of racing— those swift minutes in which Mad Mike and 
Tally Ho had fought for supremacy, had brought it all 
back to him, and his pride in his beloved "little harse" 
swelled him till he felt as if he must tell somebody who 
the *' little harse " really was, or burst But he had not 
kept his tongue between his teeth for two years to loose it 
now, only, as Fate would have it, the very meeting between 
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and talking into the willing ear of a pretty barmaid. 
Their look of surprise — as if asking his business there- 
angered him — was he not as good a man, and better, than 
this upstart ? And had not his mistress on Tally Ho 
beaten the other's master on Mad Mike, all to smithereens? 

The devil was in Blagow as he threw his money down, 
and drank two or three whiskies in rapid succession ; but 
all might yet have gone well, and the two have met and 
parted in a supercilious silence, had not a farmer, who 
almost by accident had been present at the race, come in, 
and at once congratulated Blagow loudly on the beating 
Major Blundell's favourite horse had sustained from Miss 
Creswell's Tally Ho. 

The announcement that Mad Mike had been beaten 
staggered Tim Malony not a little, as he was totally ignorant 
of the match, the more so as the shabby stranger (Blagow) 
did not seem inclined to take Tally Ho's victory with the 
modest grace that becomes an interested party in the 
winner. On the contrary, he was positively insulting in 
the self-satisfied smirk he directed at Tim's boots ; then his 
eyes slowly travelled over his well-dressed rival till they 
reached his head, then as slowly travelled back again to 
his boots, the while he produced, and loaded, a well- 
coloured clay pipe. 

" Think there's a mistake," said the enraged Tim to the 
bearer of the news. '' Nothing down these parts could even 
make a race of it with my 'orse." (It is a curious fact that 
grooms and stable-lads always refer to their charges as 
"my'orse.") 

" Look 'ere, my man," replied Blagow, " was you there 
to-day, or was you 'ere ? " with a significant glance at the 
champagne-bottle, now transferred to the listening bar- 
maid. 

There was that in Blagow's voice which reminded 
Tim unpleasantly that his master had purposely left him 
in the dark about the match, and so Blagow intended it. 
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** There or 'ere makes no odds," returned Tim, fiercely, 
temper and champagne acting in concert to urge him to 
crush and make a fool of this impudent, self-assured man. 
** All I know is, that my 'orse 'as won too many 'chases — 
on'y last week he won at Kempton, with eight good 'uns 
behind him— ever to find his master down t&ese parts. 
Why, damn it/' he went on, warming to his work, *' Mad 
Mike couXd fali down twice and /jtoi whack anything ^<7r/w 
got ; and don't you forget it." 

Blagow turned to the man who had witnessed the 
match, and said, 

"Didn't the judge say he couldn't put the result in 
lengths, but he thought Tally Ho finished quite ten minutes 
in front of the other ? " 

His listener laughed outright, and then, seeing the 
anger in Tim*s face, hastened to regain his composure, and 
proffered a sop, 

'* There was a difference In the weights, you see, sir," 
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again, while even the barmaid tittered), "couldn't really go 
fast enough to keep 'isself warm, except in the summer." 

It was Malony who relieved the tension by walking 
out, with an exquisite bow to the barmaid, and a parting 
gibe at Blagow's personal unsuitability to the high position 
he occupied about a horse that appeared to be the wonder 
of his age ; but inwardly he was furious, for he felt that 
his master had not treated him fairly, thus laying him 
open to insult from country yokels. 

Mad Mike should have returned by now ; to hang 
about the street waiting for his arrival was most unsuitable 
to his dignity. Still he got a slight assuagement of his 
wrath when an extremely pretty girl, who had modelled 
herself on the type of a French soubrette with all an 
Englishwoman's charms super-added, came out of a linen- 
draper's near by, all her airs and graces in full blow, and 
on noticing the unusual spectacle of a smart stranger in 
the town she so deeply despised, quite by accident, of 
course, she dropped her umbrella as she passed Tim. To 
restore it was the work of a moment, but the passing the 
time of day and remarks about the weather took longer, 
and when it came out that the girl was maid to Miss ToUe- 
mache, and the man here in charge of Mad Mike, the 
usual compliments and addresses were exchanged between 
the pair, and a rendezvous given for later on at Chapel 
Street West in town. 

A good deal of information as to Major Blundell's 
doings during the past few weeks was cleverly extracted 
from the pretty, flighty Cherry by Malony before he had 
seen her into the governess-cart, waiting to take her back 
to Greenditches. But now he no longer minded waiting, 
he had plenty to think of — the man's racing instincts 
were wide awake. There was something iishy in this 
obscure horse matched against Mad Mike, on a course 
cleverly laid out in such grim style— there was something 
at the back of his master's frequent visits here. Supposing 
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the latter secured the horse, he scented a powerful rival in 
Blagow ; saw himself playing^ second fiddle, together with 
the hitherto victorious Mad Mike ; and Blaise, while 
quietly lunching at the Cross-roads, was not to know that 
there had been started, a few miles away, a train of circum- 
stances that held a distinct menace to him in the future* 

Blagow did not calm down so quickly. Blaise had 
inoculated him with the virus of the fever that seizes at 
times all men who have lived in great racing stables, 
after two years of monotony, broken only by Clara, the 
man was again in touch with the racing world through one 
of its greatest experts, and Tally Ho's success had put the 
finishing touch to his complaint Yet he was outwardly 
sober enough to deceive an ordinary eye when a couple of 
hours later he turned up at the Cross-roads, 

Tally Ho was already stabled, and the two young 
ladies were not yet back from hunting. When Blagow had 
paid his compliments to the beloved "little harse/' he 



CHAPTER X 
TEMPTER AND ITEMPTED 

A GOOD race," said Major Blundell, taking the one 
-^*- seat the place afforded, a broken-backed chair, 

Blagow assented mechanically, as he polished a bit 
with feverish energy. His mouth was dry, his anger yet 
boiled over at the late encounter at Mersham, and the 
disadvantage he had been at in his stable dress, while on 
his return a distant vision of Wilkins leaning through the 
kitchen window, talking to some one invisible, had put 
the finishing touch to his disgust 

" Tally Ho is wasted in the country," said Blaise, as he 
crossed one leg over the other, and leaned his back against 
the wall behind him for ease. 

" You're quite right there, sir," said Blagow, viciously. 

On looking at it dispassionately, why should the 
steeplechase-horse of the century rot out his life in this 
country place because Matthew Hale had developed piety 
on his death-bed? Probably he was non compos when 
giving Blagow those instructions — and five hundred pounds 
to carry them out was too little for the keeping of such 
a secret Tally Ho in a zinc stable like some blooming 
chapel whose clients couldn't afford bricks and mortar, 
and he^ Blagow, jeered at by the jack-in-ofiice of a beaten 
horse— his gorge rose at the situation, and the spirits he 
had taken tended still further to inflame him. 

" How did he get here ? " said Blaise, quietly ; " for, of 
course, I recognized him as Phantom from the first" 

Blagow started, looked at Blaise, whose features were 
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quite expressionless ; then a boundless feeling of expansion, 
of relief, came over htm — for two years he had borne the 
burden of a great secret alone — here were strong, capable 
shoulders on which to shift it Before he could collect 
his senses to reply, Blaise spoke again. 

" The secret of Phantom's disappearance was well kept," 
he said* " I suppose Matthew Hale had his reasons, 
and he found a very honest lad in you to carry out his 
wishes — at some sacrifice to yourself, I imagine." 

" I loved that harse so, I couldn't leave him, str/' said 
Blagow, " and I like Miss San — ^none better It was dull 
here, but there was compensation, stuck as I was in the 
midst of a Gawd-forsaken country, and no pub within 
a mile." 

"When did you come here?" inquired Blaise, in his 
quiet, taken-for^granted manner. 

Blagow gave him the date, and Blaise nodded. 

" Some said Tally Ho had been sent abroad under 
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getting religion on his death-bed, and abjuring racing. 
Left all the money he hadn't spent to hospitals, didn't 
he?" 

"Dotty he was, sir," said Blagow, contemptuously, 
** else do you think he'd condemn Phantom to living in 
a hole like this as a hunter, without a stable mate fit to 
bear him company ? " 

"What was the idea — giving him anonymously to Miss 
Creswell, I mean?" 

'' Well, sir, it seems master came down to the annual 
meeting at Mersham — rather a considerable meeting it is, 
or it wouldn't have had the honour oiyaur riding there the 
other day, — and somewhere in the neighbourhood he met 
at dinner Miss San, who didn't know he was a great trainer, 
she slated racing like hell — you'll excuse me, sir. He 
thought her the best sportswoman he'd ever seen, and 
when he was dying — kept very low, sir, on slops and 
messes — she popped into his head like, and he sent for me. 

**'My racing stud's going to be sold when I die, 
Blagow,' he said (only my name wasn't Blagow then ; 
when I changed Phantom's name, I changed my own) 
* but it's on my mind that Phantom may ruin thousands of 
decent men, and enrich the same number of rogues, so I 
am going to give him away to a person who hates racing — 
wouldn't race him if it was ever so.' He — ^he gave me 
certain instructions, sir, and also five hundred pounds in 
gold, and told me I was to take the horse away that very 
day, telling no one in the stables his destination. So I 
pretended to take him out exercising — it was all as easy as 
easy — and when I got here, the young ladies wanted a man 
just then, and they being a genuine sporting family, and not 
wanting to leave the horse, I — then there were some other 
reasons, sir, why I remained." 

" Clara," said Blaise^ and smiled sympathetically ; and 
the smile warmed Blagow's heart 

'*Is it likely, sir, that Clara would many me on a 
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pound a wcek^ even if I have a 'bit,' that anyway would 
only last a few years ? For Clara's tastes are dainty, like 
herself. If I hadn't been with Phantom since he was 
foaled, I'd try for something better — in a racing-stable 
perhaps ; it's maybe you'd say the word for me if I could 
make up my mind to it ? " 

" Of course. It's a damned shame ! *' exclaimed Blaise^ 
heartily ; and Blagow thoroughly agreed with him, 
"Hale was not in his ri^ht mind," he went on; "some 
meddling fool got hoM of him, I suppose, when he was too 
weak to resist. What he did, ought to be no more binding 
than the wills made by persons of weak intellect, and that 
the law speedily sets aside," 

" I took his money — he trusted me," said Blagow, 
heavily. " I must keep my word to old master," 

Yet, like some Christians who by listening to heresies 
put themselves in the way of being seduced, Blagow 
secretly hankered after the temptation that he appeared to 



TEMPTER AND TEMPTED 109 

" That's where I come in, sir," said Blagow, eagerly. 

"Your instructions were " 

" I gave the master my solemn promise Tally Ho should 
never run a race as Phantom. If by accident she found out 
the horse's real name, I was to tell Miss Creswell ; but if 
she persisted, he was to be shot." 

Blaise's thoughts were moving quickly. Two courses 
were open to him as a man of honour — to abandon all idea 
of getting the horse, or to ask San to marry him, telling 
her he knew Tally Ho to be Phantom, the famous steeple- 
chaser — if she loved him, she would consent to his racing 
the horse ; or if not, what matter ? True, Blagow had 
given his promise to Matthew Hale that she should never 
know he was Phantom, but what was Blagow's word worth, 
if unsubstantiated by documents or any proof? It all 
depended on how much San loved himself, what her 
principles were — Tessa would have done it without turning 
a hair — the latter thought startled him ; he had not 
consciously been watching Tessa, but a man will form his 
impressions of a woman, then be annoyed at her popping 
out of the pigeon-hole where he has unconsciously 
placed her. 

Nothing could be done without Blagow's collusion. 
What a position t He was caught in a trap ; the only 
way out was by sinking his honour as a gentleman, and 
placing himself, his honour, name, and character in the hands, 
of a groom. He dared not tell San ; she would refuse 
him — the mere thought turned his blood to water ; it was 
more than ever an obsession with him now that he must 
win the Grand National with Tally Ho. To go to 
San, and say, "Marry me; your horse is the lost 
Phantom, the horse of the century, with whom I mean 
to establish a record in turf successes," would be to lose his 
chance at once and for ever. Only an overmastering passion 
for him, utterly foreign to the girl's whole habit of thought 
and life^ could make her fly so completely in the face of 
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her traditions — fail in honour to Matthew Hale's implied 
trust 

All this passed through his mind in the interval of 
throwing away one cigar^ and deliberately choosing and 
lighting another, an operation that Blagow watched with 
fascinated eyes. In a few minutes, at the outside, Blaise 
would be gone, probably to tell Miss San, and the oppor- 
tunity, the one for which he had so long been waiting, be 
past For his thoughts, too, had been busy— if Miss San 
chose to race Tally Ho, what business was it of Blagow's 
or any one else— and even if Blagow wished to, how could 
he stop it ? She might even run him as Phantom if she 
chose, and call him (Blagow) a liar if he objected on the 
score of Matthew Hale not wishing it ; there was not one 
line of old master*s in corroboration of his story, not 
one witness to prove anything. The very money with 
which Matthew had paid him to take the horse to Miss 
Creswell, and hold his tongue, was paid in cash. The horse 
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«Twas as Phantom he wasn't to be raced. Master 
never forbade him to race as Tally Ho." 

Blaise did not look at him, made no sign ; the message 
that his brain had sent to Blagow, ^* He said nothing against 
the horse racing as Tally Ho^* had been received, voiced, 
in a startling way. His silence maddened Blagow, whose 
excitement increased pitifully. Supposing that, after all, he 
had misread Major Blundell ? But the fact that the latter 
had not instantly kicked him out of the stable was a 
favourable sign. 

"I am going to be married to Miss Creswell/' said 
Blaise. His voice was a little harsh, but perfectly under 
control. " I shall race Tally Ho, entering him for the big 
steeplechases, and, of course, next year's Grand National ; 
and as you will not like parting with him, perhaps it 
will suit you to come to my racing-stable in entire 
charge of him, at a salary of three hundred a year. You 
will marry, of course." "I congratulate you on your 
choice," he added, with one of those rare smiles that made 
him so charming, and able to mould like wax any one 
under his influence, '' to whom you will of course make no 
confidences." 

"Thank ye, sir," said Blagow, hysterically, still very 
white, mentsdly half stunned ; but the thought of Clara 
acted like magic, and his colour began to return. " She 
knows nothing, sir — never will. If those connected with 
the turf once began to tell women their business " 

He took out his handkerchief, and wiped away the 
beads of perspiration that stood on his forehead, then his 
fascinated eyes returned to the cool, strong face framed 
in its splendid red hair, the distinction of the figure with 
its air of habitual command, that was almost arrogant at 
that moment 

^But there's that white stocking, sir," said Blagow, 
hoarsely. His lips shook as he spoke. 

Blaise started ; he had forgotten it, but that stocking 



112 



TALLY HOi 



would be spotted instantly by one of the sharp-witted men 
who make their living by supplying such inrormation to 
owners^^there were scores of touts at Newmarket alonej 
whose business it is to detect such frauds, 

'*It could be fakedj" Blagow continued, in a whisper, 
*' Without that white stocking, who could prove that he was 
Phantom ? There's only one man alive that can do that ; " 
and he touched his breasL 

Blaise nodded. The difficulties were almost insuperable. 
Phantom was too well known, there were a thousand 
chances to one of detection, yet if Blagow's mouth remained 
as tightly shut as it had been for the last two years, it 
would be hard to pr(>v^ Tally Ho to be Phantom, He 
himself was so well placed, as to be above suspicion ; 
for that is the conceit in the blood of every man> that 
nothing that happens to his neighbour can possibly happen 
to him — the newspaper that cngulphs a fortune^ the con- 
fiding spouse and the iertium quid^ the hundred minor cata- 
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to rush to Clara with his news, sat down in Blaise's vacated 
place, and, as well as the turmoil of his feelings permitted, 
reviewed the situation. 

Matthew Hale's instructions were clear — not to tell 
any one the horse was Phantom — well, he had not told 
Major Blundell — the latter had found it out — so Blagow's 
conscience was clear (a quibble) ; and the Major, when he 
married San, had the right to ride Tally Ho — none better, 
if the young lady kicked a bit at first, like many another 
filly she would quiet down after a time, no doubt." 

The risks were great, of course; but nothing worth 
having was ever got without paying for it. Such things 
had been done before ; some had been found out, others 
were known, but could not be proved. There was that 
case of a horse being faked so as to win the Derby, and 
shot immediately after ; when an inquiry was ordered, and 
the horse exhumed, his head was missing, so there was an 
end of that. Blagow grinned as he thought of it Three 
hundred a year, the post of attendant on the greatest race- 
horse of the day — a post more important, more courted, 
more full of emolument than to be the first woman of a 
king's mistress — ^he could give Clara a better home now 
than either Wilkins or that insolent Malony ; the combina- 
tion of the woman and the calling that he loved, would be 
to most men an overwhelming temptation — and he was 
only human. 

Providence sometimes seems to take a direct personal 
interest in stopping certain people from going to perdition, 
thwarting them at every turn ; with others it stands aside, 
raising no finger to hinder them : they have the devil for 
expert showman, and not a single point in exploiting them 
is missed. Thus with Blagow, it seemed to him that the 
thing "did itself," was not done by Major Blundell any 
more than himself. And yet — and yet — the famous gentle- 
man-rider, the man above suspicion, had he really descended 

to this — ^^s Blagow stopped even in thought at the 
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word. In some way he felt that to fall under this tempta- 
tion was an infinitely more terrible thing to Blaise tiian 
himself. But it was he, Blagow, who suggested it; some- 
thing seemed to put the words into his month — he had not 
consciously thought them ; such a brilliant way out of 
eluding Matthew Hale's instructions had never occurred 
to him till he stood there with Major Elundell*s eyes com- 
pelling him. 

Blagow began to wriggle in his chair when his reflection 
reached this point Once more he saw himself sent for to 
the sick trainer's bedside, who, regarding his money as ill- 
gotten, had resolved that none of his horses should run 
again, but be sold after his death, and the proceeds given 
to that much-abused lady, Charity, who should be painted 
in profile, holy on the one side, and her tongue in her 
cheek on the other. Tally Ho had been the sole excep- 
tion ; and suddenly Blagow^s mood changed, his face fell 
the whole man dwindled as he stood ; and then — for he 
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Gfeenditches an hour later: "Man is his own star, and 
that soul that can be honest is the only perfect man." 
And when a man loses his honesty, what is he ? This is 
what he had come to — he^ to be the accomplice of a groom 
— at Blagow's mercy ; he could sink no lower. But now 
he knew that his burning desire to win the Grand National, 
barring his own or Tally Ho's death, was a practically 
accomplished fact ; that there was no prohibition, written 
or otherwise, against San's husband racing Tally Ho if he 
chose to defy all moral obligations. He would marry San 
before the autumn, and run the horse in one or two of 
the minor county races, registered "Tally Ho, aged: 
pedigree unknown,'' and so he would slip in for the big 
race, unheralded and obscure. 



CHAPTER XI 
AT YARROCKS 

IMMEDIATELY after breakfast on the morning follow- 
ing the ** match/* Sophy ordered the dogcart round, 
and drove herself over to Yarrocks» Sir George often said 
that it wasn't respectable^she would go over and sit for 
hours with Luke ; but Cherry Orchard never saw the light 
of her countenance except when he asked a lot of bores to 
get the pleasure of her company. Tessa and Blaise, stand- 
ing side by side on the doorstep, to see her off, made their 
usually delightful contrast in colour, and were cQnspiciiousl> 
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non-resident husband, engaged in an avocation she detests, 
make San happy ? What a change of ventie it will be for 
the little girl t I only hope that she may not wish herself 
back here as stable-boy some day, with all the poverty, and 
fun, and worries, and the rest of it" 

Yarrocks lay half a mile further down the road than the 
Cross-roads, set about with glorious timber, the house itself 
was old and weather-stained, but dignified, the same air of 
good breeding hanging about it as distinguished its master. 
A horsey-looking man, just leaving the door as Lady Sophy 
drove up, jauntily raised his hat, but she frowned, she 
thought Luke carried too far his charitable judgment of 
human nature ; and Tullikins, the horse-dealer, had by some 
especially sharp practice put himself lately within reach of 
the law. Yet the man threw her an admiring glance as he 
went by, for Lady Sophy always wore the nattiest ties, 
the neatest coats and waistcoats, and her hair and hat were 
always exactly what a sportswoman's should be. 

The next moment Luke himself came through the open 
door, cap on head, and wearing his usual shabby coat and 
gaiters, but his lean, kind face was not lit up by its usual 
smiles of welcome as he helped Lady Sophy down, and he 
lacked the courage to tell her that he had just been setting 
out on an important and even urgent errand to the Cross* 
roads. 

" So you are up to your old tricks, helping that scamp 
Tullikins out of the last scrape he has got into," she said, 
shaking her head at him ; and, indeed, if Luke were a great 
deal poorer than he ought to be, the poor people in his 
neighbourhood knew why. 

" He isn't half a bad sort," said Luke, as he took her 
into the dining-room ; " if ever he can do me a good turn, 
Fm sure he will." But he spoke absently ; he was thinking 
of that meditated, hateful errand — useless, too, as he fully 
believed. 

♦* Well," said Lady Sophy, "I quite agree with Jowett, 



118 



TALLY HO! 



who said that to have been a benefactor to the world, 
whether in a higher or a lower sphere of life and thought, 
Is a great thing ; to bear the reputation of being one, when 
tnen have passed out of the sphere of earthly praise or 
blame, h hardly worthy of consideration." 

" Not of mine, certainly," said Luke, " since I have been 
one in neither. There is only one law common to all men 
which gives them the greatest welfare^ f/ie law of mutual 
service^ and — well " he shrugged his shoulders* 

" Oh, you are a romantic idiot, who mn't be unkind to 
any human being/* she cried, 

" Romantic ! " he said in astonishment ; yet in him, as 
she had known from the firstt was a spark of that romance 
which is rapidly becoming extinct ; yet with which, if a 
man or woman be endowed, he shall be rich all his life 
through, unto the end. In sickness or health, in poverty 
or riches, through middle age and old age^ with wrinkled 
face and gouty limbs, crow's feet and dull ey^s, under all 
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always reminded her of Don Quixote, as his character also 
had many traits of that unselfish personage, and said 
sharply, 

" You mean " 

"That it is the horse he wants, not San, Where does 
San come in ? " 

"She gets Beaujolais, one of the biggest incomes, 
and one of the ridiest and most-sought-after men in 
England." 

"Yes; but what is there for San's heart — the brave 
heart that has never lost courage in the darkest night of 
the Creswell fortunes ? Will Beaujolais and her husband's 
prestige nourish that ? " 

Weather-beaten as he was, there was a pallid hue on 
Luke's face as he asked the question ; he looked as if, and 
such was indeed the case, he had not gone to bed all 
night. 

"I suspected it all along,'^ he said quietly. "But 
yesterday, after the race, I knew. Blundell is marrying 
the Grand National, not San." 

" But you can't be sure Tally Ho would win it," ex- 
claimed Lady Sophy. " Besides, San will never consent to 
Blaise racing him." 

" He has won it before," sprang to Luke's lips ; but he 
forced the words back. After all, he was not certain ; might 
not Phantom have had a younger brother, or, by one of those 
freaks in which Nature occasionally delights, a horse be in 
existence the very double of the famous missing race- 
horse ? " Once married, he will drive a carriage and four 
through her scruples — the conditions on which she holds 
the horse — for he's a blackguard I " said Luke, softly ; but 
Lady Sophy heard, and in one of those flashing moments 
when pride impels us to hurl back an insult that our 
honesty yet forces us to recognize as true, was perforce 
silent. 

" Only, you see, she loves the man," be said grimly. 
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**Yon forget/* she said, **that as a soldier, a man, he is 
brave and straight as a die." 

" It was the act of a brave man to set her such a course/* 
said Luke, dryly ; " but for Tally Hq*s cleverness^ and her 
own nerve she must have been killed when Tessa got in 
the way. I think/* he said, after a moment's pause, ''that 
the mind may channel grooves for itself of vice or of virtue, 
just as water channels the earth, and with fatal facility a 
man's thoughts will run down that groove, almost without 
his own volition, as Major Blundeirs are rushing now, 
God knows I don't blame him for the weakness ; 1 am 
weak as water myself/' His voice changed, became hoarse, 
rugged with passion. *' What has her life been, a delicate 
little mortal— Fve known her from a child, hardly come to 
girlhood, when burdens that a man might have staggered 
under were laid on her ; with no thought for herself — 
always for others^ — brave, pure^ sincere ; under her reserve 
a heart of gold, capable of the most intense and passionate 
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or less, of brute courage ; so much of moral failure or 
inherited predisposition to vice ; or, if they're good, they're 
dull. Of course it's different with thej^oung- couples you 
meet out — wondering what it is that couples them, it is 
only the irrefutable fact that sAe is a girl, ^ is a boy," 
added Sophy, enigmatically. " The young are seldom in 
touch with the middle-aged and old, save through some 
blighting catastrophic experience, that they are a lot 
better without. Blaise is really too old for San." 

" San is young, not much over twenty," said Luke ; 
** there was no hurry for her, and the last man she should 
marry is a materialist — the kind that argues there is no 
soul because if you crush a part of the flesh or brain the 
soul flies ; such a man has no ideals — I had almost added 
no principles." 

"You're wrong, Luke," cried Lady Sophy, "totally 
wrong ; you judge Blaise purely from the outside, by his 
physique ; let me tell you, the grossest materialists I have 
ever known have been the most spiritual, not to say 
etiolated-looking men and woman. If you try to gauge 
the sensualist by the thickness of his lips, you will come 
an awful cropper." 

" Half the world is pure Pagan," said Luke, with some 
bitterness ; " the feminine half. Women adore before every- 
thing physical strength in men, and, after that — success." 

Lady Sophy sighed impatiently, as she looked at 
Luke Randall, a mere silhouette of a man, as contrasted 
with Blaise's intense if restrained vitality, and could not 
deny it. 

" But don't you think," she said, " it's because, uncon- 
sciously, we take it for granted the mind in the man is as 
strong as his body ? It is every woman's secret wish to be 
mastered and guided up, not down — and, anyway, Blaise 
is of clean life — abstemious, an anchorite almost in his 
habits. He did some splendid work abroad ; became a 
major before he was thirty; brave as a lion, he only 
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escaped the indignity of a D*S*0* by the skin of his teeth. 
But it was no good, he had to give up racing or the army, 
so it was the army. If he'd only ride to hounds like a 
Christian, or even breed horses j but it's bw, this gentleman 
riding business, with a great estate crying out to be looked 
after, and not one duty of his position fulfilled/' 

" Is it so great ? " said Luke, 

*' Wellj it costs about twenty thousand a year to keep 
up Beaujolais^ without his racing-stables^ of course — I have 
only stayed there once since Angela's time, and the 
wanton waste, the extravagance sickened me so that I 
felt I never wished to go there again. Every village and 
hamlet in the neighbourhood is demoralized by the alms 
distributed at Beaujolais — port wine, grapes, coals, food to 
be had for the asking. If the housekeeper doesn't dte^ San 
will take a very secondary position there, while as to 
Blaise's major-domo, he is firmly convinced that it is he 
who owns the place, not Blaise, San will have all her 
work cut out for her." 
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died in childbirth She was a lovely woman ; and when 
they brought the ugly little baby to her, and she saw his hair, 
she said, * Call him Blaze, for his head will set the world 
on fire ; ' and poor Blundell, who adored her, actually had 
him called that — spelt difTerently. Well, from a mere boy, 
he would go anywhere, brave any fall to get a ride ; was 
keen as mustard on it — his father hoped to scotch it by 
putting him into the Guards — in vain." 

Lady Sophy sighed impatiently, glancing about the 
lofty room with dead Randalls looking down from the 
walls, its worn Turkey carpet and faded curtains, its air of 
partial neglect, and the flagrant absence of any woman's 
hand in the adornment of it 

" Luke," she said, " for God's sake get j^oun^ people 
round you, with their tempestuous ways, and mistakes, and 
splendid possibilities ; the worst thing that a man could 
do before twenty, short of murder, can be undone before 
he's thirty. Look at his run of credit on the bank of 
life ; you will grow old, old, with those old people round 
you." 

" I know it," he said simply ; " that's why I wanted 
San. With a very little encouragement I would have 
said to her, '0>me up to Yarrocks, and we will do our 
gardening together here.' She might have consented, and 
in time — ^who knows ? — learned to put up with my ways, if 
Blaise Blundell had not come ; as it is, it will be gardening, 
books, and bunting to the end of the chapter, and my 
dear neighbour. Lady Sophy," he added, as he lifted her 
hand to his lips. 

" Luke," she ssud thoughtfully, " you and I were over- 
trained ; that is why we threw ourselves so eagerly into 
sport and the country life, why San appeals to you, Geoi^ 
to me, with their simple, outdoor, unintellectual lives. Sir 
Greorge is the same rest to me, as San is to you." 

He shook bis h^d slightly. San was more to him 
than that. 
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** Has it ever struck you, my friend^ that one half the 
world never reads a line, the third don't care about it, and 
the fourth contains persons like you and I, who do read ; 
and we are just a pin's head in a sea of happy people, who 
thoroughly enjoy themselves, and despise tisf You see 
sign-posts put up forbidding people to do things; bless 
you, they do *em all the time, don't even read about 'em ; 
* don't smoke/ says the sign-post ; one half mankind, 
smokes and doesn't read ; the other reads and smokes all 
the same. But, mind you, there's a lot to be said for the 
healthy animal— now there's football, I travelled up with 
a crowd from Blackheath once ; the joy of football still 
in its feet, excited, brutal \ but caught out of itself and 
its petty sphere of vices. . . , Shut a man with his 
thousand taints of ancestry, alone into four narrow walls, 
and can you wonder if without natural outlet he breeds 
crime? 'Be hard, lad, de hard,' says the footballer, and 
jolly good teaching it is." 
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" I never thought life any great catch. You know it 
does not say what happened to the prodigal son after^^ he 
said lightly. " Probably he died from indigestion follow- 
ing on the fatted calf, or the previous inanition. What do 
you think ? " 

" The previous adventures, possibly," she said. " Fetch 
me * Lavengro ' this moment." 

When he had brought it, the book opened by itself at 
the immortal dialogue between George Borrow and the 
gipsy:— 

" * What is your opinion of death, Mr. Petulengro ? * 
said I, as I sat down beside him. 

" * My opinion of death, brother, is much the same as 
that in the old song of Pharaoh that I have heard my 
grandma sing — 

" * " Canne marel o manos chivios audi put, 
La rovel pa teste o chavo ta romi." 

When a man dies, he is cast into the earth, and his wife 
and child sorrow over him. If he has neither wife nor 
child, then his father and mother, I suppose ; and if he's 
quite alone in the world, why, then, he is cast into the 
earth, and there is an end of the matter.' 

*' ' And do you think that is the end of man ? ' 

" * There's an end of him, brother, more's the pity.' 

*' * Why do you say so ? ' 

*' * Life is sweet, brother.' 

" ' Do you think so ? ' 

" * Think so. There's light and day, brother, both sweet 
things ; sun, moon, and stars, brother, all sweet things. 
There's likewise a wind on the heath. Life is very sweet 
brother. Who would wish to die ? ' 

" * I would wish to die.' 

" ' You talk like a Goi^io, which is the same as talking 
like a fool. Were you a Rommany Chal, you would talk 
wiser. Wish to die, indeed! A Rommany Chal would 
wbh to live for even' 
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" ' In sickness, Jasper ?* 

'** There's the sun and stars, brother/ 

" ' In blindness^ Jasper ? ' 

" * There *s the wind on the heath, brother. If I could 
only feel that, I would gladly live for ever. Costa, we'll 
now go to the tents and put on the gloves ; and 1*11 try to 
make you feel what a sweet thing it is to be alive, 
brother.* " 

Lady Sophy wiped a tear from her eye. " That always 
makes me howl," she said, " I'm not sure I go quite so 
far as that ; but life is sweet. And so I never see a crowd, 
however brutal, however sordid, without realizing that each 
man, woman, and child in it has the potential powers of 
glorious deeds, or at least humble heroism, that the days, the 
hours are his, fruitful of possibilities. It is impossible to 
feel contempt for any one of them when wc realize this ; 
that all our own supposed glorious body can do no more 
than house a similar spark of life to what animates Ais^ 




AT YARROCES 127 

must all wake up in a panic sometimes, and ask ourselves, 
^What have we done?' But it's a grand thing, my boy, 
to be able to ask it. My pity is for the patient dead, who 
lie with white faces turned to the sky, perchance, with 
their life's message undelivered, snatched from life's scarcely 
tasted feast, it is for them to mourn, not the poorest, 
wretchedest thing that walks erect, with chances still 
within him." 

Luke sighed and got up, hunting for scissors. ^Let 
me cut you a nosegay," he said. 

''Not yet; not till I go. Luke, it's a treat to sit 
here with you, for one of our real causeries, with all these 
heavenly scents and colours round me ; but I've got oif 
the track as usual — we were talking about the prodigal 
son, weren't we ? Well, I think the only good marks that 
count for conduct should be those we give ourselves — every 
one sees the fall, but not the weeks and months of good 
conduct — how true it is that the people who never make 
mistakes, never do anything else 1 I never could envy a 
life where but little will and brain are wanted — I believe 
in everything being used up. By the way, give me a 
cigarette." 

When she had lit up, she glanced round in supreme 
contentment 

" I don't do it often, you know — there's Tessa, but her 
vanity is sweets, Tessa ought to have twelve children 
and indulge every appetite," she said, frowning, " then she'd 
be as good as gold. Sometimes I've seen Roly looking at 
Tessa with the expression on her face of a woman who 
listens to Marie Lloyd, with a respectable man in tow I 
Luke, you should never, never praise any one to a relation. 
By the time that relation has gone over all the moral spots 
in the praised one's character, has added to, and subtracted 
from what he knows, or what he guesses, he will have 
decided that either you are a liar, or intend to borrow 
money of the one you think well of 1 " 
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*' I never praise you to Roly/' he said, with mock gravity, 
"But then she r^ards me as a mauvais sujet, and my 
opinion would not have much weight" 

Looking at him, Lady Sophy longed to smooth out 
the scars and deep lines scored by years of wandering, 
reckless living — lines that never would have been, had 
he met early in life a woman fitted to hold the key of his 
heart—it had always seemed to her that a too great gene- 
rosity, and too much heart, indeed, had been the cause of 
his failure in life, the reason why he, an Oxford success, once 
heir to a good estate, a man of whom great things were 
foretold, and a clever man, had come back broken in fortune 
to an obscure country life. But there are some natures so 
fine that they cannot be debased or altered by circum- 
stance, if they sin even, they throw off the staio which is 
outward only, the integral part of them remaining un- 
touched. An essentially right and noble nature, no matter 
what it does, remains noble in essence to the end. 
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rooted melancholy, which the corpse would like to see, 
and had every right to expect I 

Sophy laughed heartily, and in that vein of hilarity 
departed, while Luke, pulling his cap over his brows, set 
out on what he had decided to be his duty — ^but now as 
he approached the Cross-roads, and his gross task, the 
fear seized him that by his hesitation he had as usual 
missed his opportunity. ** God has no patience with fear- 
ful hearts or for the faint hands ; to Him, those who halt 
between two stools are sinners who go two ways" — ^and 
when Luke saw Blaise's motor turn swiftly out of the 
Cross-roads gates, and flash down the hill towards Green- 
ditches, he knew that he was one of the unhappy feeble 
ones to whom no mercy might be accorded. 



CHAFFER Xn 
DISHONOUR 

TO be going in cold blood at eleven o'clock in the 
morning to do what he had always sworn to him- 
self he never would, was a business that Blaise faced 
much as if it were a nasty water jump, or awkward fence* 
trusting to his luck to come out safely. Meanwhile, for he 
had half an hour to spare after Lady Sophy had departed, 
he talked to Tessa, 

What a rattling good sort she was/* Blaise thought 
Sweet-tempered, malleable, no sulks or nonsense there; 
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accuracy to men's strength, and was helpless femininity 
incarnate. Suddenly it struck him how rudely he had 
treated her as well as his aunt, using the house merely as a 
house of call ; but Tessa had not nagged him as some 
women would 

^ Sophy and Randall seem great friends," he said.^ 

" Two romantic old idiots/' said Tessa, making a little 
face, for to her nineteen years, her aunt's forty-five, and 
Luke's thirty-six, seemed a lot " They talk for hours, and 
what about Heaven knows. I suppose they are clever." 

Blaise chuckled. At the back of most men's savage 
distrust of brains is the fear that they will interfere with 
their comfort, and he had a tolerable certainty (as he 
thought) that in this particular he was safe. 

" Thank God San ain't clever," he said. 

Tessa's blood chilled. If he had said '' you " it would 
have been all right ; and then, in a second, the blow fell. 

'' I'm going over this morning to ask Sandra Creswell 
to marry me." 

He did not notice the sudden tenseness of the figure 
he held ; did not know that if she had had a knife in 
her hand,* she would have used it on this cold, heartless 
block of a man — going straight to the woman he did not 
love, from the woman in his arms who loved him — Oh, 
the brute, the brute I 

"Why shouldn't you girls pal up," he said cheerfully, 
"and come and live with us at Beaujolais, there are 
such heaps of things you could teach her ; " he hesitated. 
" You see, manners are not their strong point at the Cross- 
roads, but she's a rattling good sort — and improves on 
acquaintance no end — ^you might give an eye to her 
clothes, too." 

Tessa murmured something indistinguishable, not daring 
to lift her head and show her face. Then suddenly her 
form relaxed, inert like a half-drowned thing she slid 
from him, 
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"A mistress is badly needed at Beaujolais/' he said. 
** She will soon make those lazy varlets of mine sit up, and 
have plenty of time, as I shall be so much away," 

Tessa started. Perhaps for the first time she realized 
how Blaise's life precluded the possibility of his being either 
lover or comrade. To the woman who did not love him, 
he would make an ideal husband ; but it would not have 
satisfied k^, 

" Race-meetings are the best fun out," he said, "you 
must come sometimes with me " 

Tessa turned quickly away, strangltncr the mad words 
on her lips. To give herself away to him would not only 
be useless, it would banish her from Beaujolais^ for she knew 
Blaise by now, that there was nothing his type of man was so 
sensitive about as a girl taking the initiative with him ; to 
tfy and establish the smallest claim on him before he had 
given the right, would make him farotuht as a wild beast 
in marking his resentment ; and her passion so entirely 
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the making of a sekale bed, with the odoriferous manner of 
its 'dressing ^ fully apparent 

She blushed at being caught thus, yet surely she had 
expected him ? Inwardly the acute contrast between her 
and the cousin he had just left, revolted, just as the total 
absence of self-consciousness in San, always confounded 
him. He never realized that while in the life he lived, con- 
centration on self is encouraged, in the country Nature 
asserts herself, her plants call for attention, her animals 
for food, a thousand interests distract him from himself to 
his enormous benefit, he discovers that he is a part, and a 
very small part, of Nature's pageant ; finds himself often 
relegated to the ranks almost of the useless when next 
the soil. 

San stuck to the immediate business in hand, the 
issuing of precise instructions to the labourer, and while 
she did so, he studied her closely — this girl whom he was 
going to marry; he. whose every instinct ranged itself 
against marriage, who detested fixed conditions of life, 
whether of habits, or likes, or dislikes, and only in sport, 
which perpetually varied, found free play for the bent of 
his character. Not for the first time in his life it struck 
him as a brutal fact that men had no occasion for women 
any more ; their use was gone. 

"I want to speak to you, Miss Sandra," he said 
presently. " May I come to your den ? *' 

San knew what was coming, as girls do know such 
things, and perhaps a pure womanly thought came to her 
that she would have liked to be looking her best, not her 
worst, when Blaise told her that he loved her. But he 
did not tell her so, only said, when they were face to face 
in the little house — 

" Sandra, I like you. Will you marry me ?'* 

The very plainness of his wooing pleased her ; it was 
primitive, strong, just what she herself would have wished, 
for there was no maudlin sentimentality about her; yet 
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slie felt something to be wanting, for a moment shut her 
eyes ; what was it, this overw^helming impulse of helpless 
submission to a big splendid brutCf who rode rough-shod 
over all her prejudices — were all womea born GriseldaSi 
really happy only in submission ? 

Blaise's calm strength appealed to her, physically and 
mentallyi he seemed to her a strong man with only one 
weakness — even with that weakness he was something 
to lean on, and San loved the man. That is the law of 
life, that a woman shall turn her back on all she has 
known and loved all her life, for a stranger; yet the 
reasons of a woman's heart for loving are as profound as a 
man's, and just as all men are attracted by one woman, so 
all women are attracted by one man ; it is no more obscure 
really, than why we turn to a scented flower for the 
pleasure it gives us, and pass by the undesired scentless 
one unplucked* 

Blaise, watching her face, had for one awful moment 
felt his fate tremble in the balance ; but now — now she 
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as ordinary women do ; love, and a nice comprehension 
of horses being quite incompatible. 

Tessa's lips were very small, very scarlet, velvet-soft as 
jasmine. San's more generous, less subtle, with humorous 
comers, they twitched now after Blaise had kissed her, and 
he laughed as he took her hand. 

" Don't let's waste any time over it," he said ; ** but get 
married directly the hunting's over. I'm afraid I can't go 
far afield with my racing engagements" — she started — 
*• but Beaujolais is jolly in the spring." 

«< You won't give up racing ? " she said, and he shook 
his bead. She looked at him, realized the situation, and 
sighed. 

But, after all, Blaise and she had the same passion — 
horses. In this respect they had much in common, and 
long ago she had admitted to herself that there were many 
things in his life to commend it. 

And perhaps San understood Blaise better than any 
one thought, better than he did himself, her instincts, very 
sure and clean, recognized the cleanness in Blaise, and his 
abstemious habits and hard training appealed to her as no 
amount of silly sentimentalizing could. She gave Blaise 
credit for feelings as deep and reticent as her own, and 
even as afterwards she rarely allowed a look or sign of love 
to escape her, she did not blame him for a like reserve that 
was an integral part of his character. 

Then they went in, and told Zenobia. 
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LUKE AND SAN 

LUKE RANDALL arrived too late— he had been too 
late for everything all his life ; but even had he been 
in time, he knew that when it came to the point, he could 
not have told San. For the girl loved the man, and with 
the words on his lips^ the triumphant gladness that silently 
asserted itself, the love in her brown eyes, would have 
forced them back* She had been so brave, had such a rough 
time, was so innocently proud of getting a lover — ^and such 
a lover as Blaise. So he wished San luck, and was 
purposely prosaic, taking a healthy interest in the sekale 
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shape of a small avalanche of silky waving tails, and 
ecstatic bodies that precipitated themselves madly upon 
her, and, as she seated herself, began to race up and down 
her person. It would be switchbacking soon, she some- 
times said gloomily, when an increasing pound or two, or 
Roly's example, alarmed her. 

" Darlings," she said absently, " but Princess Yum Yum 
has been up to her tricks again " — she looked sternly at 
the innocent, ugly-pretty, little black and white face of 
the Japanese spaniel — "and stealing from hi^xfiancir For 
Princess Yum Yum was engaged to Prince Ito (who 
weighed less than four pounds), and they were to be 
married in June. Meanwhile order was kept by the " police- 
man," who weighed twice as much as either, and who 
earned his name by invariably coming to the assistance of 
fascinating Yum Yum when any dispute arose or " words " 
passed between the engaged pair, by sheer weight knock- 
ing the prince out, whether he happened to be right, or 
whether he happened to be wrong. 

" If I have any more of it," said Lady Sophy to Yum 
Yum, as the three madly toboganned up and down her 
person and aimed flying kisses at her nose, seemingly mere 
bundles of nerves and excitement, ** I shall put the wedding 
off till next year." But they laughed in her face, these 
little tornadoes of Japanese spaniels. 

" You are extravagant," she said, shaking an accusing 
forefinger at the Princess; "you are greedy — you are a 
thief I Now, Prince Ito is a true Jap, and frugal ; he hides 
the biscuit I give him under the mat of his basket. But 
what do you do ? Wait till he has gone to the bath-room, 
then fetdi it out, and eat it ; and the policeman, being a 
gentleman, never gives you away 1 " 

The door opened, and Tessa came in. Her skin, so 
wonderful by night, had the slightly sallow tinge that cold 
or illness always give it ; but she carried her head high* 
Somehow Lady Sophy thought of a soldier marching gaily 
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to the beat of fife and drum, when he knows that a mortal 
wound will make him drop out of the ranks before long, 
that the others may be marching to success, but he is not, 
and in her heart Lady Sophy cried " Bravo I " 

It was Holy Drexel who had put the social veneer on 
Tessa-- Sophy Jennings who secretly sympathized with 
the girl's outbursts of nature, and in her own person belied 
the saying that "most women have all other women 
as adversaries, most men have all other men as their 
allies.'* 

" Luke Randall's conservatory is more wonderful than 
ever," said Lady Sophy, ** No matter what the time of 
year, he has always something to show in it, something that 
smells sweet/* 

" Blaise has gone over to propose to San this morning," 
said Tessa, in an even, colourless voice, and at the same 
moment Wraggles announced luncheon, " He is going to 
ask me to Beaujolais when they are married, to teach her 
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tc^ether — ^"but he was always at the Cross-roads. He 
carit love that stable-boy — San." 

"Who is worth fifty of you," said Lady Sophy, her 
sudden impulse of pity as suddenly chilled. '* The trouble 
is, that she is much too good for him — ^you are not." 

"It's almost inhuman, his coldness," went on Tessa, 
not even hearing her ; " but it bums so " — she pressed both 
hands over her heart — " that it must have warmed him in 
the end." 

" You love the man, not his possessions ? " cried Lady 
Sophy, startled. She lived in a world where the line between 
a man's goods and his personal desirability is often invisible. 

'* Love — ^what do you cold English know of love ? " cried 
Tessa, fiercely. " The word has a different meaning to us 
Southerners that it has to you — it is a devouring flame, a 
fever. Other men have wanted me for a plaything, or to 
head their tables ; but from the moment we met, something 
in Blaise called to something in me, and I came — if he had 
not a penny in the world I would follow him barefooted to 
the end of it." 

Lady Sophy shivered. Here were the elements of 
tragedy — ^Tessa was Blaise's cousin — they would meet 
often — what chance had clean, honest San against this 
passionate g^rl, perfected in every art that could enhance 
what nature has done for her ? 

"Tessa," she said sternly, "your Aunt Drexel and I 
will have done little indeed in training you if you are to 
make shipwreck of your life — and those of others — ^by a 
mad passion for a man who not only does not love you, 
but has chosen another woman for his wife." 

" There's something behind it all," said Tessa, sullenly, 
as she stood by the fireplace her tall slimness accentuated 
by the white gown she wore. " I believe it's Tally Ho 
he's marrying, not Sandra Creswell." 

Lady Sophy started. 

" I knew all along there was some other attraction than 
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the Crcswell girls. It wasn't Diana, she's too cold^ — as cold 
as he is. I suppose that's why all the men are mad aftef 
her/' lashed out Tessaj savagely ; " but yesterday — when San 
won that race, and he was gl3kd,^/ad to be beaten — I knew 
then what it all meant. I knew it before really." 

" So that is why you started up, and nearly got San 
unseated at the water-jump/ said Lady Sophy^ dryly, 
" Did you mean to kill San and Tally Ho both ? " 

** If Tally Ho had been killed^ he would marry me, not 
Sandra," said Tessa. " I wanted her to lose the race:" 

'* I see," said Lady Sophy, and nodded ; " the equivalent 
to a stiletto"— yet in spite of herself, and knowing Tessa, 
the girl's tormented eyes appealed to the older woman, 
it is so seldom that a message carries from young to old 
brains — that is why in despair the young turn from those 
wbo can advise them, to fools, or their own hearts. 

"I wish to Heaven he had never come here at all; we 
were all happy enough without him," said Lady Sophy, 
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She stood laughing, and swaying his hands in hers, the 
colour rushing into her cheeks and lips, her eyes like stars ; 
and then standing on tiptoe, reached up to Blaise, and 
daintily kissed him. 

" There's for luck ! " she said, " from auntie and me — " 
but Auntie had vanished. Then she dragged up a chair 
to the hearth. " Sit there and tell me all about it," and 
kneeled down beside him. 

To Blaise it seemed that he had not left Tessa since he 
sat with her here three hours ago— he had carried the per- 
fume, the grace of her into San's den — somehow the very 
earthstains on San's hands had recalled Tessa's slim brown 
fingers lying on his breast — San's very waist had seemed 
hard and unyielding after the softness of Tessa's body — 
hardly aware of it at the time, his own body had registered 
the impression, as it mostly did all pleasant, pliant things. 
San's lips had been fresh and warm, but Tessa's wee, wee, 
small, small kisses, soft and fragrant, had, unknown to 
himself, discounted San's. He pulled himself up suddenly, 
aware of a disloyalty, and Wraggles summoning him to 
luncheon. Lady Sophy, who had retreated to the dining- 
room, aghast at Tessa's histrionic powers, ordered the girl 
to take the dogs out for a run, and got in her say. 

"What does it all mean?" she said, when he had 
settled to his cutlets with unromantic appetite. 

" Well," he said, " from the first moment I saw Sandra 
Creswell, I made up my mind to marry her." And this 
was strictly true, so he did not lie while saying it 

" What is the good ? " said Lady Sophy, dryly, *• she 
won't let you race Tally Ho, for evidently A^ is the 
attraction." 

He shrugged his shoulders as he went on with his 
luncheon. Lady Sophy was a nuisance, but it was all 
in the day's work ; that Sandra did not mean to allow her 
husband to race the horse was nothing — ^the horse would 
be his when he married her. With the directness that 
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makes men of his character successful, he drove too 
straight to his goal to miss it He would pay the bill 
for breakages after* 

'* It is my duty to marry,*' he said* 
•* When did you ever think of duty before?** 
** Often," he said, and smiled, "but I didn't do it" 
" I thought you hated women/* she said. 
He stared, *'0h, San isn't sentimental, and all that 
rot I " he said. '* And I shall be away from home so much.'* 
His impassivity, his coldness, were only what she 
expected of him — yet she shivered. A man's contract 
with his wife is the only civil one in the wide world 
through which he may drive a coach and four if he pleases 
— that permits him to defraud and wrong her, deprive 
her of everything with which he endowed her at the altar> 
break her heart, stultify her womanhood, even end it 
in shame, or possibly kill her with the refined cruelty 
that strikes no physical blow, and the woman has no 
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surprise visit here and there, you would find lots of wrongs 
to right, and it's the master's eye that makes the corn to 
grow, you know." 

"But I don't want any more com. I don't know how 
to use what I have already — or what to do with my racing 
gains. I am as I was made," he added ; " the outdoor and 
racing life g^ve me joys that no cultivation of my duties 
ever could. I'm glad Sandra is such a fine whip, she 
will have a good deal of driving at Beaujolais. She might 
try her hand on the coach I seldom have time to take 
out." 

" Coaches — ^half a mile of glass-houses 1 " cried Lady 
Sophy in a fury. ** And what for poor San's heart — her 
soul ? Is the study of a woman's happiness, as in most 
men's education nowadays, to be ignored ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders. Kind as Blaise was, there 
seemed to be a side to his nature absolutely insensitive to 
a woman's tastes, her predilections, and habits of thought, 
not one chord in him vibrated to her needs, her soul. One 
aspect of women he had known well in years gone by, 
and he stopped at that page — an unimportant one really — 
and read no further, missing everything that was good and 
noble in the book of womanhood. 

'* And when is it to be ? " she said dryly, " for as court- 
ship seems to be entirely left out of the affair, I imagine 
you won't be long." 

**In April," he said. "I hope they won't want any 
ridiculous 'pink ' wedding ?" he added apprehensively. 

" Pink or no pink," said Lady Sophy, tartly. " You may 
depend upon it that San will have the good wishes of 
every soul in the neighbourhood, and that if any one is 
congratulated it will be you^ and not her " — and unable 
any longer to act up to her usual standard of behaviour, 
Sophy walked out of the room, and banged the door. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
BLUNDELL^ ^'LUCK^ 

BLAISE had a race-meeting the following day; it was 
nearly a week before he again appeared at the 
Cross-roads— this time he put up at Mersham, and 
motored over. The place seemed to have sobered down 
without his constant comings and goings, only into Clara's 
cheeks a faint tinge of colour had come — she moved less as 
an automaton, and more as a girl. Attached as she was 
to the Creswell family, and San in particular, she could not 
spend her whole life in hoeing other folks* potato patches, 
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Tessa came over and congratulated San charmingly 
San had never liked her so much, or pitied her more for 
her helpless femininity, than she did that day. 

" She's such a fool/' she said pityingly to Blaise after- 
wards; and in his matter-of-fact way he had suggested 
that Tessa didn't have much of a time, and it would be 
kind of San to ask her to Beaujolais later, to which San 
cordially consented. Zenobia noted her eagerness to please 
him, though she never hung round Blaise's neck, or de- 
manded romantic tomfoolery, or if she wanted to, she hid 
it, and went on with her daily avocations as before. 

Luke Randall came over just as often — ^was just as 
helpful as ever — ^if his clothes hung rather more loosely on 
him, and his words were fewer, no one noticed it but Lady 
Sophy — now alone, as she had sent Tessa and her maid up 
to Roly Drexel. 

George Freeling was sanguine over the match, and 
rebuked his beloved's fears, fondly consoling her the while, 
both in private and the hunting field, and she was 
g^radually becoming reconciled to it, when, with the ink 
hardly dry on the marriage settlements by which San was 
made a rich, independent woman for life, early in March, 
as usual, the unexpected happened. Blaise, extricating 
himself from among three other fallen horses and men 
staggered to his feet, dazed with concussion, and was 
promptly ridden over ; the rest was plaster of Paris, and 
no more racing for that year. 

The news found San sowing her favourite sweet peas ; 
sweet peas represented Blaise to her all her life after. There 
was but a short interval between her laying down a 
packet of seed, and taking it up again, only as but now 
she had been sowing joy, so now to herself she seemed to 
sow death ; yet she planted them carefully in rows an inch 
or two apart in the "dial " garden, and the rest in clumps 
in the garden beyond the stoep. 

Zenobia, with aching heart and brave lips, through the 
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open window watched the girl dig otit a number of holes 
about two feet and a half across, and at the depth down of 
the spade-blade, put in a layer of partly decayed manure, 
then sowed a dozen seeds, to be thinned to four or five 
later, then filled up the hole to not quite the level of the 
surrounding soil, so that rain might sink as into a cup, and 
atr and light get all round it, leaving the seeds room to 
grow, 

Zenobia knew that it would be the same — but not the 
same — as after the news had come that all white men had 
been killed in West Africa — George presumably among 
the rest — she seemed to see everything going on just as 
usual, no one complaining, all watching and waiting, each 
must help the other by bearing up^ — it had become a habit 
not to be broken. Something in San*s face forbade comfort, 
and even Zenobia did not venture on any, though the girl 
paced her room all that night, and her mother heard her. 

Lady Sophy came over; she was much sorrier for San 
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do her bidding, San was considerably over-weighted, and 
hailed Luke with a smile that was meant to be cheery, 
and for which he acclaimed her the bravest of the brave. 

** Not a moment to be lost," she said, ^ soil and weather 
perfect," and she squeezed some compost into a ball that 
crumbled on gentle pressure, thereby proving that seed- 
beds were in the condition of moisture and friability that 
is in the best state for the operations of sowers. 

Luke took off his coat — San had long ago discarded 
her jacket, and they worked ferociously till lunch-time, 
when San pretended to eat, but did not swallow one 
morsel — a fact furtively noted by all present, but quite 
uncommented on. 

The two gardeners were still hard at work, and perhaps 
Luke sowed some hopes with the kitchen seed — not that 
Blaise might die, but that this ill-omened marriage might 
never come to maturity — when at four o'clock a tel^ram 
arrived for San, and she opened it, spade in hand, and 
forehead wet with exertion. 

*' Major Blundell has regained consciousness, and the 
broken limbs are set. Internal injuries at present 
unknown^ but hopes of ultimate recovery are entertained!* 

She dropped the telegram — Cleaned heavily on her 
spade, then, for the first time in her life, fainted. 

Blaise had been carried from the race-course (in that 
ambulance which strikes a sinister note in every race- 
meeting, as one sees it in the background quietly wending 
its way to its position in waiting) to a hospital, where 
everything that the best skill and nursing could afford was 
done for him. Smashed all to bits ; the lower part of his 
body enclosed in plaster of Paris, he lay grimly looking 
at the ceiling, thanking the gods he had cursed in that 
awful moment before unconsciousness, as he went down, and 
'^ Blundell's Luck ! " sounded in his ears — ^the cursed luck 
that had d(^ged him throughout his racing careen In 
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that flashing moment his one thought had been that 
would never ride Tally Ho now ; that the gods had agam 
interposed to prevent his having his heart's desire. But 
when he came out of that long unconsciousnessp it was a 
joy to him to suffer, as proving him to be alive, and sc 
he knew that he would recover, though it promised to be i 
long business. 

There was plenty of time between now and the Grand 
National — nearly a year ; but of San and her grief he never 
thought at all, or, at least, not for some days, when he 
was able to read her roundhand scrawl, beginning ** Dea^ 
Blaise/* and ending "Your affectionate Sandra*" H^ 
missed the heartbreak in the few bald sentences, but Tessa's 
letter, opened next, soothed him insensibly — the love, the 
concern, were so intense ; he held it to his nostrils andw 
inhaled the very faint scent of violets that he alway^ 
associated with her — San's letter had slipped out of sight 
and was forgotten. 
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seek as much distraction as Sackcloth and VioletSi other- 
wise Lent, would allow. 

She rode over to tell San, and found the girl busy as 
usual, with no signs of trouble upon her, but very, sorry 
at Lady Sophy's impending departure. 

"What will you do here, my dear?" said the latter. 
" Before long Nature will be doing her own gardening, and 
you won't be wanted in the least. Blaise is hors de combat 
for three months. If I don't take that cure in Saxony 
that Roly thinks so much of, I shall soon be like a public- 
house lady — ^there are two types — one that carries its public- 
house on its back, and ears, and fingers ; and the other that 
carries its results in its face and person. The latter I am 
beginning to resemble, in spite of exercises and diet" 

San laughed, but she had a horror of fat ; it meant soft 
living, and relaxation of mind and body. 

" George is silly. He says he doesn't want my figure 
spoiled ; that a man doesn't like a woman who looks as if 
she'd gone up a gas-pipe, or resembles a gas-meter, for that 
matter ; but something nicely rounded, like me — though of 
course, that's all nonsense. And the cure is good for 
rheumatism, so I want you to come too^ San—all that 
gardening business is fatal to a rheumatic mortal like 
you, and the pain in your knee means mischief'^ 

San knew it well enough, and in her practical way 
inquired particulars of this wonderful cure. 

" It's a fruit cure, you see," said Lady Sophy, medi- 
tatively — " fruit five times a day— delicious I George told 
me of a vulgar cure the other day ; you go to bed, and 
drink beer all the time. Funny, ain't it ? " 

"Beastlyl" said San. 

'' You walk about mid nodings on, I believe," said Lady 
Sophy ; ^* no stockings, no stays, and perforated clothing so 
that the wind blows through yoa" 

San made a face. "Anything to eat but fruit?" she 
said 
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''Vegetables; they have a special way of preparing 
them. Roly says she had her servants taught when she 
came back ; the great idea is to purify the blood/' 

" I don't want purifying/' said healthy San, " neither do 
you ; but if this wretched pain in my knee doesn't improvet 
I'll think about it But a vegetarian dietl" she added 
gloomily. She had a horror of faddism in food or any- 
thing else. " I suppose Sir George will come with us ? " 

** Of course, and probably Luke Randall, and I suppose 
Tessa," Lady Sophy groaned* *' She and Roly Drexel will 
be at daggers drawn long before that ! ** she added, with 
the odd relish in the incompatibility of our relatives we 
have all felt at one period or another of our lives. 

" Tessa isn't a bad sort, if shc^d take up some hobby 
or other " said San, with all the largeness of pity that the 
generous feel for the morally stunted, *' Blaise is v^ry 
keen on marrying her off well ; says he shall be able to 
give her some chances at Beaujolais/* 

' Don't have her there," said Lady Sophy, curtly. " She 
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You won't be 



for ourselves, nowadays. Heaven knows 1 
married before July now, in any case." 

San blushed. " I'll write you," she said, and hesitated 
"The mater will go with Baby and the others to the sea, I 
suppose, as usual ; but it's the same old round. I wish 
she, instead of I, were coming with you." 

'' Unselfish toad," said Lady Sophy, and kissed the 
girl's cheek ; " but you know she won't ; " and rode away 
at a rattling pace home. 
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CHAPTER I 
IN POMONA^ CLUTCH 

TWO by two the girls came from behind the green" 
lattice that screened the kitchens, holding in each 
hand a plate on which were two tarts, their heads all 
turned one way, towards a mountain of a man who sat 
fast asleep on his chair, his under lip projecting ; an object- 
lesson to the other fat men present, had they the wit to 
see it 

** They couldn't weigh him with one machine," said 
Lady Sophy, in a low voice (how cruel those girls are 1) ; 
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"A woman of my age," cried Lady Sophy — '*air baths, 
and one shalligo garment to cover me 1 Thank God mine 
is not transparent, which is more than I can say for some 
of the indecent people here ! Mason is shocked, and Tessa's 
maid was superciliously insolent, but she was wise. She 
refused to come with Tessa for love or money. * I hear, 
Miss Tessa,' she said, 'that the ladies all walk about in 
their camisoles, with lemons in their hands. You can't 
possibly want any one to dress you there ! ' Except Mason, 
I shouldn't think there's a maid in the place. Even the 
* Lady with the Frills ' puts 'em on crooked ! " 

She glanced, not unkindly, at a pretty creature who 
went fluttering by with some men — her tea-gowns were 
wonders, but no gentlewoman would have sported either 
the men or the gowns — still she contrasted agreeably with 
the women in every stage of slouch and untidiness, who 
seldom spoke, save to talk of what they had just eaten, 
or were going to eat, and who were now greedily watching 
the waitresses propelling something not unlike a coster- 
monger's barrow, piled with plates along a trolly line that 
ran from the invisible kitchen to the dining-halL 

They were sitting on a verandah with a glass roof over- 
head, hung with baskets of flowers, and set about with 
chairs and tables. Facing them was the screen of Virginia 
creeper, from behind which the pretty procession came ; 
above it a green-jalousied white building ; to the right a 
long refectory, mainly of glass, and near it a flight of 
rustic steps, leading upwards^ to other houses — an in- 
describable eflect of picturesque di^ellings, all at different 
levels, interspersed with trees, makings one think somehow 
of a Japanese village. 

'' My inside is a watery ruin," continued Lady Sophy, 
lamentably; "or perhaps a waste market garden would 
describe it better. How long have we been here — ten days ? 
And there are twenty-one more to be got through 1 I saw 
a woman yesterday — she sat on a bench and gibbered 
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to herself with hunger. I'd gibber, too, if it weren't 
cowardly I" 

" Cut it," said Sir George, briefly, "Let us all go back 
to-morrow, Tessa and San won't say no, I'm sure." 

" And Blaise coming over in four days* time ! " said 
Lady Sophy, reproachfully ; and San blushed. " Besides 
I most play the game, or Roly will be down on me, 
George — no relation, more especially a husband or a sister 
— should be competent to give an opioton on what is good 
for you —you see, he knows all your mistakes, while other 
people see the isolated ones, and judge you as a whole. 
Roly thinks she knows my constitution inside out, when 
she doesn't— because some people are freaks in the way 
of indigestion they think every one else must be the same. 
How was I to know when she blithered over the joy of 
fruit five times a day, that we were expected to live on 
fruit, and nothing but fruit, alternating with buckets of 
salad withmU salt, and undressed — like most of the people 
here?' 
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come out and have a decent meal with me but what 

possessed you to go on the corpulent diet ? " 

" Oh, my little doctor did it," she said vexedly. " He 
is a charming boy, with dimples, and the most mischievous 
eyes. And his first question to me, * Were your parents 
cor-pu-lent ? * made me consent to anything. One would 
think I was that poor fellow over there ; " and she nodded 
towards the sleeping one, between whose waistcoat and 
continuations showed a considerable interval of grey 
flannel shirt, that made you think of, 

*' Oh, the little more and how much it is, 
And the little less, and what worlds away.** 

"We are not much better fed in our place," he said; 
and jerked his head backwards towards the great dining- 
hall — lofty, stately, a stage at one end, and, beyond the 
windows, pine trees sloping to the road. ** There's the same 
disgusting profusion of salad, of vegetables, and of fruit, but 
very little more meat or satisfying food — still, Tessa and 
I don't do so badly, with a little supplementary assistance 
from the caf/s outside." He nodded, with a roguish look in 
his blue eyes. "And anyway, Sophy, you'll get a slice of 
meat presently." 

"Without salt," she said grimacing; "and so the one 
solid mouthful out of twenty-four hours is made tasteless — 
I confess I am a carnivorous, not to say a carnal beast — not 
brought up to bunny food. I lie awake three parts of the 
night out of sheer hunger ; and the humbug of it all is, 
that you can have whatever you like if you choose to pay 
for it — if you go on your knees for a mouthful of haai| it 
goes down in your bill as a plateful." 

" Poor Sophy " — and he pressed her hand in sympathy. 

" I wonder " — ^and she sighed deeply — ** if I shall ever, 
for the rest of my life, be able to get past an eating-shop 
without longing to go in ? " 

" Well, said Sir Geoi^e, "I never did believe in cures 
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You and I could do our open-air one much more enjoyamT' 
at home— one as old as the hills — and not starve cither," 

*' I ana beginning to understand how starvation can 
deprave," said Lady Sophy* "Here am I reduced to a 
greedy, querulous old woman, who will end by frightening 
her friends away ! " 

" Now, now, Sophy," protested Sir George, 

" And it's rough on San» who will stick by me at 
table," I 

San shook her head. She was young, of spare habit ; she 
had plenty to think about ; what she ate was a matter of 
complete indifference to her, and perhaps it helped the 
modified cure she was taking ; but, like Lady Sophy, she 
hated going without her tea, 

** One small cup of coffee to last you the twenty-four 
hours," said Lady Sophy, *^with a bock of sour milk at 
supper as a nightcap 1" 

" Rotten place," said San, " No horses ; all the work 
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George Freeling longed to let loose a small army of 
haircutters, hatters, and tailors on the incredibly common 
male crowd ; though the women were little better, in every 
travesty of loose garment — dressing and tea gowns, kimonos, 
jackets ; no one wore stays, many of them no stockings, 
and their shapes leaned not in graceful, but ^£>graceful 
attitudes to rest 

"They are awful rotters," said San, not troubling to 
lower her voice. 

" As to manners," said Lady Sophy, " I was waiting my 
turn outside my little doctor's door this morning, when a 
woman walked up to another doctor's, and banged at it 
till he came out, busy as he was with another patient. 
He looked furious, but she didn't care. But then the 
people here don't admire us any more than we admire 
them!" 

" You forget the Princess," said Sir George ; and kissed 
the tips of his fingers ; '' she is so much to the good here. 
And then there are the pine woods." Did not he and Sophy 
sit happily in them together for hours ? 

At that moment the express van from the kitchen, con- 
taining the hot dishes, came along, and with incredible 
celerity its contents were unpacked, and carried by a 
regiment of girls to their appointed place. Some one 
prodded the fat man, who fell asleep again while being 
helped to bis feet, then with ponderous tread set about 
climbing the rustic steps, holding on by the handrail, to his 
particular dining-shop. 

" I wonder where Tessa is ? " said Lady Sophy ; and at 
that moment she came slowly and languidly down the 
rustic stairs. The Germans looked at her, then away ; they 
did not admire the Englishwomen — she was all very well 
for a snack, but there was not enough of her, and her 
expression, at once listless and sullen, obscured her beauty, 
though, if Venus had walked through that crowd, no more 
than a passing glance would have been given her, only the 
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few initiated women there would have decided that what 
the Greeks understood about hairdressing we don't even 
know the beginnings of, 

" What have you been doing all the morning ? ** inquired 
Lady Sophy, 

« Writing letters/' 

Tessa spoke wearily. She hated the place as cordially 
as her aunt did ; it was only the thought of Blaise's ap- 
proaching arrival that enabled her to get on at alK 

Lady Sophy raised her eyebrows as she looked at 
the title of the book Tessa held in her hand Occasionally, 
when glancing at the gross productions of certain erotic 
women, Sophy was moved to wonder where they had met 
the men they described, and whom they found irresistible^ — 
men with manners that would have ensured them a horse- 
whipping from a male relation of any decent women, only, 
unfortunately, the heroines of these books were as assuredly 
not gentlewomen, as the men made no pretensions to being 
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swayed like com in a gale. '^ And so jolly sentimental, too, 
that they keep the flowers dead in the vases that their 
lovers or husbands have sent themf' she added sotto 
voce, faced as they were by the melancholy tributes of 
affection. 

Each person was surrounded by a parterre of dishes, 
all square, all quite small, a ^ portion " in each — radishes, 
black bread, butter, fruit; and in heaped-up bowls at 
intervals down the tables, salads, composed entirely of 
lettuce, innocent of salt, dressing, or anything to give it 
flavour, save the plenitude of lemon-juice poured over it 
The women did not eat, they lapped it, stoking with both 
hands, and talking all the while, the men with them 
evincing no disgust, as they probably felt none ; but to 
Lady Sophy (San did not even try to eat it) this salad 
was a daily stumbling-block, that became no easier as 
time went on. 

It happened to be an 'indulgence day," and some 
extra /ib/ followed the slice of coveted meat Before Lady 
Sophy's plate was set a smaller portion than that for the 
man, who had not yet arrived, next her — she looked, longed, 
half stretched out a hand to exchange it for her own, when 
the man in the place beyond caught her. She drew her hand 
back, then boldly outstretched it again, made the exchange, 
and a roar of laughter ran round the table, when presently 
the lawful owner appeared and sat down to his diminutive 
portion. 

Opposite them sat a woman, with a round, pretty face, 
a Dan Leno nose, a straw hat, and big diamonds in her 
ears. It was after first seeing her that Lady Sophy 
announced how, in addition to the two kinds of public- 
houses ladies she knew, she had discovered a third — the 
kind that wore diamonds as big as hazel-nuts on its ears 
and fingers by day. Really the woman was quite nice ; 
and why on earth that scarlet congestion of blood could 
not have settled ansrwhere than in the tip of a really 
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charming member, was one of those things that sugEestcd 
a Providence who occasionaUy has fits of spite. 

She talked m French across the table to Lady Sophy, 
white San sat perforce silent and rather dull, with the 
uncomfortable fceUng peculiar to those planted in the 
midst of those who speak strange tongues. Even when 
she went to buy soap, she could only get it by rubbing 
her hands briskly together ; for Russians and Germans, 
provision was made at Kleine Kirsch, but for the 
English — no— they were not wanted there. Poor San was 
thoroughly homesick for something English — she missed 
her garden ; no one gardened here ; the only attempt at 
ilovvers, a very half-hearted one, was outside the men's 
bath house, an immeasurably handsomer building than the 
one devoted to women. 

It was the same in all the surrounding country; yoti 
might drive miles without seeing a single flower, and a 
cottager's simple garden w^ a thing unknown. There 
seemed a total insensitiveness to the beauty of nature in 
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scrunched, and in tones of horror ejaculated, '' I have got 
a garden party in my mouth ! " 

San rather admired a blue-eyed Gretchen, very fat, 
with flaxen hair, who made one of a family group at a 
little distance, all held in thrall by the business of eating ; 
with grumbles at the past, discontent with the present, 
hope for the future — after all, was not their point of view 
very much that of the average Christian's religion ? 

The woman opposite ate her overdone, saltless slice 
of mutton thankfully, but turned Dan Leno up at the 
salad and the fruit ; the Russian on San's right ate only 
what she fancied, and to Lady Sophy frankly owned to 
assuaging her hunger-pangs at one of the many cafis 
outside — in fact, you had only to pass the Sanatorium 
gates to find yourself in the midst of temptation, with 
every opportunity of indulging your tastes. 

The economy in labour at Kleine Kirsch was amazing. 
At odd moments you would see the concierge flicking 
clean napkins at lightning speed down a table ; the good- 
looking girls with magnificent hdr, who pommelled and 
massaged you at ten, handed hateful salads, and so on, at 
one ; did your bedroom, and housework at odd moments, 
no one was idle for a moment 

The non-corpulent diners came out much later than 
the others ; when San and Lady Sophy presently escaped 
to the Luft-bad they met no one on the way but some 
sweeps in tall hats, with brooms in their hands. 



CHAPTER II 
NAUSICAA AND HER MAIDENS 

THE Liift-bad was a picturesque and lovely spot, some- 
thing like a little wood, that fell steeply away on 
three sides in winding walks and ways, and terminated in 
a bowling alleyp spanned by a seat that San called the 
Conning Tower, where one overlooked the city shimmeriag 
in its summer heat far below. 

** Thank God we have it to ourselves," said Lady Sophy, 
when she had exchanged her stayless clothing for a single 
garment that if bare as to the neck, was at least opaque 
and adequate in length. " San," said the 
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the National Gallery, who lies sprawling with a hanker- 
chief for drapery, most inartistically draped just under 
her chin, and Cupid standing with his bow and arrows 
perplexed which part of her batter-pudding person to 
transfix, hailed from this country! Now that one sees 
the originals, one can't be angry with Rubens any 
more I " 

*' Don't be too hard on 'em ; you see you're such an 
awfully good figure yourself," said San, in her downright 
way; and, indeed, Lady Sophy, the Princess, San and 
Tessa were the only ones there to whom the absence of 
stays did not mean physical earthquake and ruin. 

They were passing at the moment the place where 
Tessa had swung her hammock, with its smart border of 
knotted scarlet fringe^ and where she lay for hours eating 
sweets, reading, and weaving her plans against Blaise's 
coming. 

"Tessa gives me the hump," said Lady Sophy; and 
indeed the girl's unrest, the passion in her, communicated 
itself in wave-currents to those nearest, causing a vague 
unrest — it was restful people we wanted nowadays, as 
Lady Sophy truly remarked. 

" Pity's she's such a fool," said San, bluntly ; but the 
other shook her head. It is always unwise to under- 
estimate any one, and secretly she was intensely annoyed 
at Tessa's presence there, and foresaw many complications 
on Blaise's arrival. 

The walks and alleys were filling up. Yonder a 
woman, who was a harmless enough matron in her every- 
day clothes, strode about, a perfect Messalina, with a wild, 
free step in a robe of black flowers on a vivid red ground, 
the ease, the abandon of her gestures seeming to bespeak 
an untrammelled soul with few prejudices in favour of 
virtue. It seemed the rule that the women who were 
good looking in their clothes, were unbeautiful out of 
them, and vice versd--^ fact that Lady Sophy had long 
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ago noted, making her wonder if, after all, clothes were 
invented to disguise our bodies, as language our thoughts f 

There were some painful spectacles, of course. The 
woman in a pink cotton garment that tightly imprisoned 
waves of fat, undulating as she walked, inspired unholy 
curiosity as to how she got in, or, greater miracle^ how she 
would get out, one /ia/f width more would have done the 
trick, and made her decent As it was, she reminded one 
of a wobbling jelly poured into a mould two sizes two 
small for her. 

In the Kleine Kirsch coloured postcards might be 
seen graceful houris in semi, or quite transparent single 
garments, such arms, such ankles, such hair, ye gods! 
One in particular that Lady Sophy called "Nausicaa and 
her maidens playing as balls/' so inflamed the heart of a 
Russian of high degree^ that he made a bet with his 
friends that he would not only get into the woman's Luft^ 
bad, but would remain there unmolested for half an houn 
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course — to meet in the open air, and get to know each 
other, not as we appear, but as we are f New charms, un- 
recked of before, would appear ; others vanish under the 
ordeal of one simple garment that, after all, is much more 
decent than ordinary evening dress, and a revolution be 
set up in our loves and friendships I " 

"Oh, you generally know a good sort when you see 
'em," said San, vastly tickled with the idea. ** But I prefer 
to stick on to my clothes. You won't get me there. 
Awful asses women are at bowls," she added, as they 
paused to look on. 

In the game progressing, some women fingered them 
gingerly (much in the same way as they say " Damn " — 
something between a cat's spiteful hiss, and a half-hearted 
whimper, looking round and praying that God is not 
within earshot), rolling them gently to their destination, 
others served them roundhand, as if bowling ; but a few 
snapshots of the bowlers would have proved grateful and 
comforting to the scoffing male sex. 

"Time for exercises," said Lady Sophy, examining 
the watch suspended by a chain from her neck ; for among 
other disagreeable surprises at Klleine Kirsch had to be 
reckoned the thieves who stole, whenever they had the 
opportunity, the money out of the men's pockets in their 
own Luft-bad, the women's coats from the wardrobes, 
the trinkets left with each pile of clothing when undressed ; 
nay, when the lace that trimmed it happened to be 
valuable, one woman stole from another the one garment 
that alone prevented the Garden from being literally that 
of Eve. 

"We have only villas where we live. Of course it 
makes it very comfortable," a typical haus-frau was saying 
to her gossip, as she passed them ; a little boy of three, 
with lint-white hair, naked as he was bom, but for a rag 
round his waist, who had escaped from the children's 
Luft-bad, running beside, and before, his substantial mother , 
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Hkc a foal beside a mare, and San's ey» followed him 
tenderly, for she loved little children* 

** Vulgar wretches/' said Lady Sophy* "If their 
morality is in an inverse ratio to the coarseness of their 
conversation, I should say these are the most virtuous 
people out 1 " 

" Haven't seen the Princess to^ay," said San^ as they 
began the gentle ascent upwards, 

" Well " said Lady Sophy, "I confess that Fm surprised 
at hen Of course, if it's a question of health ; but from a 
palace to a mixed bath is a far cry/' 

*' She must be jolly well glad to get rid of all that 
rotten ceremonial for a bit," cried San, warmly; "and I 
can quite understand that fruit and vegetables in a veran- 
dah all to yourself, is miles better than interviewing your 
citef every morning to order food for forty people. But 
you're awfully unfair. Lady Sophy ; you won't admit there 
is good in anything or anybody here — and it's awfully 
^rettv 
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beginning " Dear little girl," and telling her all the things 
she most wanted to know about the Cross-roads ; how the 
garden looked, what flowers and vegetables were doing 
well, and others not so well, with details of a kindred kind 
that escaped Zenobia's attention when in her dashing hand 
she wrote quite harmoniously of inharmonious things. 

Yes, Luke was much more human than Blaise. It is 
true that San's own letters to Blaise did not err on the 
side of tenderness— they were brief, indifferently spelled, 
and sprawled in roundhand across the page, very different 
to those long, long, beautifully written epistles from Tessa, 
that in every line conveyed the subtle flattery and interest 
in his tastes and pursuits that every man secretly loves. 

The exercises were in full swing, and the Princess was 
standing where San had seen her first, quite at the rear of 
a crowd of genuflexing, bowing, shrugging women, and to 
see them in rows, heads haughtily turned over their left 
shoulders, all shrugging together, was a sight for men and 
angels. The Princess's slender figure was clad in an 
adequate silken garment, with yellowish valenciennes In 
the right places — San had wondered what she did there, 
and, knowing neither her name, nor anything about her, 
had seen at once that while with, she was not of the others, 
among whom she moved, beautiful, remote as a star. 

Lady Sophy fell into line, and shrugged, and bowed, 
and waved first one loose leg, then the other with the rest, 
cordially as she hated the cure, she believed in these 
exercises, had seen the bad figures of many of her friends 
made into good ones through them. Anything that 
teaches men and women to stand, to breathe, and to walk 
properly, must be to the benefit of the human race. 

Immediately the exercises were over, Lady Sophy 
dressed and went off to Sir George, who was patiently 
waiting for her outside. They would go and sit in the 
pine woods till fruit time at four o'clock— yet no one 
talked, nor were the proprieties shocked here as in quiet 
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Somersetshire ; every one thought they were married, but 
with different names, after the queer English fashion ; and 
domesticity being in the air, they were only regarded as a 
couple rather above than below the average in affection. 

If she would not let him be half-starved at the corpu-* 
lent cure table, every available moment free from baths, 
massage, and the Luft-bad, they spent together, and to 
him, at least, it was one of the happiest times in his life, 
while Sophy was not unaware that the women admired and 
tried to sentimentalize with George Freeling — his gallant 
air, his wicked blue eyes, even his Dundreary whiskers 
fascinated them, 

San joined the Princess; it was an odd friendshtp, 
struck up between the spiritual, beautiful Frenchwoman, 
with the historic name, and herself^but if San, so sanely 
healthy, and un vexed by life's problems, interested the 
Princess, the Princess was a revelation to her, and un- 
consciously a lesson— insensibly her voice became lower, 
her manners less brusque, with such fine and simple ones 
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on love and its duration on San ; *^tout lasse, tautpasse^ tout 
casse,'* summed up her philosophy — it is that to which 
the most beautiful, as the most ugly woman has to submit 
in the long run — but San's attitude puzzled her ; if she 
loved this man, she kept it mightily well hid. 

" He was smashed up, you know," said San, " steeple- 
chasing. You must have looked awfully well in the saddle, 
Princess," she added, with an abrupt change of subject, 
knowing that she had once been a daring horsewoman, 
but now rode no more. 

The Princess shook her head. It was only afterwards, 
from some one else, that San heard how brave a woman 
she was ; how once when the peasants had risen on one of 
her husband's estates, and were marching on the castle to 
sack and bum it, she had ordered out her horse, and with 
one man behind her, her husband and the other cowards 
remaining behind, she had faced and cowed the rebels, so 
that they dispersed quietly to their homes. 

" You will like Luke Randall," repeated San ; " he will 
understand all about your little books." 

She glanced with some pity at the one in the Princess's 
hand — the latter had been for years bending her energies 
to master five languages, not merely to read, write, and 
speak, but to acquire the fundamental knowledge and solid 
ground-work of them. More than once it had struck San 
what a lot of men must have fallen in love with her, she 
had never in all her life admired any woman as she did 
this one. 

Again the Princess shook her head ; she was tall and 
very slender, the densely black hair folded closely about 
the small head, the perfectly colourless skin and delicate 
features were all remarkable, but her eyes were the illumina- 
tion of herself—- wonderful eyes, the underlids of which made 
cups like acorns, in which to hold the light and laughter, 
the wine of life, that brimmed over in such amazing 
splendour. The eyes themselves were now green, now 
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dark, now haze!, quite impossible to describe in colour, 
had the intellect that dominated those thousand changing 
expressions been a little less strong, less subtle, she would 
probabi/ have sent more men to hell than her beautiful 
soul ever encouraged to rise above the passions she herself 
evoked, 

" Perhaps," said San^ thoughtfully, *' Major Blundell 
will fall in love with you/* 

The Princess started 

" But— but *' she said 

" Fve been thinking it over,*' said San, " and for the life 
of me, I can't make out why he asked me to marry him I 
I don't believe he's got it in him to love anybody/' 

'' But jou ? " exclaimed the Princess/' 

" Well, when Vm with him, I love him " — San blushed — 

"but when Tm away " she shrugged her shoulders, 

and the Princess laughed; there was something about 
this absolutely truthful, honest-eyed girl that attracted 



CHAPTER III 
THE LETTUCE EATERS 

KLEINE KIRSCH was only a little distance out of the 
beautiful city — ^you either drove, or came in a tram- 
car that climbed the latter part of the way up a steep road 
bordered on each side by pine forests, and the higher you 
went, the purer grew the air, till you reached a long 
picturesque street, at the beginning of which was the Sana- 
torium, with its iron gates, and congerie of houses of all 
sizes and shapes, at all sorts of levels. Cafh abounded in 
the open air, with little tables and groups of people, others 
where coffee and cakes only were served — Blaise rather 
liked the look of the place, and the air very much, as with 
George Freeling beside him, the carriage pulled up at the 
hotel next to the Kurhaus, where rooms for him had been 
taken. 

"Damned long journey," said Sir George, genuinely 
shocked at Blaise's appearance when they had got out, and 
crossed a large cool court, trellised over with green, and 
Blaise assented. 

" ril be over directly," he said " I hope they are all 
well?" 

Somehow the question, in its unloverliness, annoyed 
Sir George, for he loved San devotedly. 

"Quite well," he said curtly. "TU see your traps 
brought in ; " and turned, and went out. 

Sir George had gone to meet Blaise with the tempered 
cordiality of the animal reinforced by one of his own 
species while herded among strange beasts — a very 
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different thing altogether to the rapturous welcome that 
would be accorded to Luke Randall when he came — ^and as 
he went to look for San and Lady Sophy, for the thousandth 
time the cheery old sportsman wished it had been Luke 
San was to marry, not this chilly, red-haired stranger. 

Lady Sophy was really in no great hurry to welcome 
this nephew, whose accident she regarded as the result of 
his own folly, who had neglected her for years, made a 
convenience of her house for his courtship of Tally Ho, or 
— it was thus she put it — laid a train of gunpowder with 
that jade Tessa, and threatened to make miserable the girl 
whom she herself, after Luke Randall and Sir George, 
loved best of all people in the world. 

So, as the time was indefinite for Blaise to arrive — for 
he had said he would probably sleep in the city over night, 
and come up some time during the day — she had not 
altered any of her usual donkey-round of baths, massage, 
and so on, and the Luft-bad coming after her *' scrubbing 
brush," she had gone there with San, both of them unaware 
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pale, spectral almost in his emaciation, had been met by 
Tessa, who ran up to him eagerly, and taking both his 
hands in hers, with a little sobbing cry of pain and joy had 
held up her lips to him, and he had kissed her — the 
occupants of the seats close by, naturally concluding that 
this was the lover of one of the haughty Englishwomen 
whom they at once envied and detested. Blaise must have 
felt her trembling as she walked beside him, trembling 
with joy, he had seen the tears in her eyes, and his heart 
warmed to her — ^to the little girl who " made a fuss over 
him,'' who had written him constantly. After all it was good 
to have a cousin like this, almost as good as a sister, and 
she was eagerly questioning, he replying about his health 
when they came within sight of the Luft-bad, just in time 
to see San come out 

" There she is I " cried Tessa, and quietly slid her hand 
out of his. 

As San approached, she looked very pretty in her cool 
white gown, with hair rolled up under a pretty hat, but 
her careless, " How are you ? " grated sharply on Blaise 
after the welcome he had just received. He could not 
know that it was only by a violent effort that she refrained 
from tears at sight of his wasted, altered face ; he had the 
unmistakable look of one who has lately looked death 
squarely in the eyes — certainly there was nothing splendid 
or brutal about Blaise now. 

The three — for Sir George remained to wait for Lady 
Sophy— turned and walked together toward the house, or 
houses, there were so many ; any place less suited to the 
reunion of lovers could not be imagined. Afterwards the 
curiously intimate knowledge Blaise seemed to have of 
the ''cure," and its ways and surroundings, struck San as 
odd — but she supposed Lady Sophy has been writing 
him. It was most unfortunate that from first to last she 
saw Tessa merely as Blaise's cousin ; and a remarkably 
foolish cousin, at fhat. ^M 
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*' You begin the day early here," he saidp as they passed 
the picturesque open-air bed-rooms, with only a screen or 
two, and a few pots of flowers between you, your wardrobe, 
and an interested public, 

" At six-tiiirtyp*' said Tessa, resignedly ; ** and to most of 
us it sets in hunger and unfathomable dejection of soul at 
eight" 

'*At eight ?" he ejaculated in horror. "Are there no 
concerts, no music in the evening ; nothing to cheer your 
depressed spirits ? " 

•* We have to amuse ourselves/* she said, '* though one 
night we did go over to the Kurhaus, where a pianola^ 
seen for the first time^ was the attraction, and the decora- 
tions were amazing. On either side of the stage was an 
angel in square bodice, ending in a long stole, punctured 
in holes to represent Jewels ; while the tail-feathers of the 
bird drooped despondently on either side ! " 

Blaise laughed, and San stared, she had never heard 
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of trees, the purple, scented cyclamen, the Villa des 
Fleurs and Casino, the atmosphere of gaiety and light- 
heartedness, the lovely, naughty ladies, the delicious food 
at the cafi midway up the Revard — and sighed again. 

They had reached the pine wood by now, and at the 
turning where two paths forked, Tessa quietly slipped 
away, thinking what heaven it would have been to walk 
through those heavenly glades with Blaise for lover. It 
was with a start of regret from both that they suddenly 
found her gone. If Lady Sophy had been there, she would 
have seen another proof of her contention that a iertium 
quid is necessary/ even before marriage, for conversation 
flagged miserably after Tessa had departed. 

San was always better at doing things than talking 
about them — Blaise, too, had a great gift for silence, and 
declined to discuss his illness, or admit that he was not 
quite fit, yet he had replied to Tessa. . . . after a very brief 
incursion into those green aisles and tunnels, by a circular 
route they returned before very long to the Sanatorium. 

''Sort of Chinese puzzle-box here, ain't it?" said 
Blaise, rather confounded by the variety of the buildings, 
the difference of levels — and then he laughed, and San 
blushed, for they were^ the moment passing the high 
windows of the baths, the slap, slap of the masseuses opposite 
sounding sharply — an experienced ear could tell the degree 
of fat on each woman by the sound of the smacks. 

They found Lady Sophy with Sir George — she was 
genuinely shocked at Blaise's appearance, and much softened 
to him in consequence, but he refused to be sympathized 
with, and chaffed them all as ''The Lettuce Eaters," 
displaying such excellent spirits that Sophy's rose. 

It was not until afterwards that she remembered how 
quiet San had been, how entirely unlike a girl who for the 
first time meets her lover after a three months' illness — so 
the impression of coldness, of indifference, was not confined 
to Blaise alone. 
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As usual, where Blatse was, things hummed^ and before 
going on to his hotel for luncheon, he arranged to drive 
the girls into the city, or to some place in the neigh- 
bourhood, for afternoon tea— -one might have thought 
it natural enough that it would be *' girl " not ** girls ; " but 
this did not seem to occur to him. Tessa's gaiety had 
departed, there was a "crushed" air about her, Blaise 
thought, now he came to look at her more closely, and 
when a pretty girl looks that, he immediately suspects 
the woman nearest to her of doing the '* crushing "—he also 
felt that, in a way, he and Tessa stood outside the little 
circle of San, Lady Sophy, and Sir George, all old friend% 
near neighbours, in the country. 

As Tessa sat beside Sir George, surrounded by bunny 
food, and eating none, she trembled from excess of joy — 
with that reckless Italian blood in her that counts the 
world well lost for love, she cared nothing so long as she 
was still able to see Blaise— literally she must starve 
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Meanwhile Blaise, at his luncheon, was thinking things 
over. He had come out here, taking an infinitely tiring 
journey, to settle matters with San, get the wedding-day 
fixed — "to get it over," that was the way Blaise put it in 
his mind, like measles or smallpox ; for he must have a 
little time to acclimatize San to his racing Tally Ho. It 
would have to be done gradually — first he must ride the 
horse in the usual way, then enter him for some minor 
country races — this would be the thin edge of the wedge. 
The muscles of his mouth tightened as he thought of the 
job, much as if he had a vicious mare in hand ; it would 
be a pretty stiff one. He and San would be married in 
August — Beaujolais wanted looking after ; the servants to 
be brought up to the collar — ^he would be glad to be 
settled in comfortably for the shooting in September. He 
would have the usual guns — his real friends were not 
men in the racing set ; and Aunt Sophy must come, of 
course ; and Tessa — ^he would ask one or two of the best 
matches in England for Tessa— dear little girl He would 
not have believed that any one could care so much, be 
as sorry for, a selfish brute like himself, who had only 
neglected when he had the chance of being kind to her. 
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" Oh," said San, shrugging her shoulders, " Lady Sophy 
has made up a rhyme about it — 

*' * For women must work, and men most weep, 
And the sooner 'tis over, the men mUX sleep.' 

You will even find women sweeping the paths in the forest, 
the men quite invisible." 

"Sophy doesn't like coming down into the town? '* he 
said presently to Tessa* 

" Oh, she is sensitive," said Tessa, laughing ; she looked 
charmingly pretty, and very animated (it struck San, in her 
blunt way, that it required a man to bring out Tessa's good 
looks, and airs, and graces). " It was that picture in the 
Ragblatt did it ; she declares that the taint of the vegetarian 
is over us all, and that they say, ' here comes one of the 
lunatics from Kleine Kirsch I ' " 

Blaise inquired about the skit, and laughed heartily. 
"Sophy hates ridicule," he said, "she'll never forgive 
Roly "— but at that dreaded name, Tessa abruptly changed 
the conversation, and they talked of the city, its beauty, 
and space, and cleanliness, as they drove through it, Blaise 
humorously suggesting that the statue of an obese and 
reluctant lady, captured by a bold man, evidently unable 
to support her weight without wings, was obviously intended 
as an advertisement for Kleine Kirsch, she stood so badly 
in need of the anti-corpulent diet. 

San laughed heartily ; she had herself a great sense of 
the comic. They were all in good spirits when they arrived 
at the caf/ Condoteori, where they got out, though both 
girls lingered to look into its windows, at the delicious 
cakes and sweetmeats — one has only to glance at a first* 
class cake shop in that country to understand the blandish- 
ments that have made the figures of the German women 
what they are. No such temptations in pastry are offered 
even in Paris, or to be found anywhere else in the world, 
just as " Delicatessen," written up on almost every third 
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English, were openly admiring Tessa — for the first time 
San saw the girl really alive; yet she learned nothing by 
it, did hot notice how much more gently Blaise said 
" Tessa " than " Sandra " — the latter always annoyed her 
very much. Supposing in time he worked up to Cassandra, 
the preposterous name with which an arbitrary godmother 
had dowered her? 

She turned at sound of a charming voice — it was the 
Princess, who had entered unobserved. Even while San 
introduced them, Blaise knew that here was a woman with 
a profound knowledge of the world and men, while the 
Princess recognized at a glance the tremendous force of 
the man, his vitality all unimpaired, ill as he still looked 
and was— this was no ordinary cool English aristocrat 

They stood for a while talking. The Princess and he 
discovered that they had mutual friends in Paris — sports- 
men, of course. She looked as if she were going a-hunting 
herself, in a dark green dress that fitted her slender lines 
closely as a habit ; the neat hat with its plume of cock's 
feather was quite in keeping — she was taller than Tessa, 
and somehow, by her simplicity of manner and grace, 
reduced the latter to a quite undistinguished pretty girl. 

And while they talked, the Princess studied Blaise 
closely — noted the close red waves of his hair, the intense 
blue of his eyes, the straight, clean lines of his features, 
redeemed from too great beauty by the strong jaw and 
a hard look about the mouth. He was marrying this dear 
little savage— why? For in the brief time they were 
together, she saw that it was not for love — she hoped that 
San had not sufficient heart for him to break — the girl 
herself was undemonstrative and casual to a d^free with 
him. 

" Fine eyes," said Blaise, coldly, when, five minutes later, 
out in the street, San asked him for an opinion of her 
friend. 

^^Fine eyes!" San gazed at him blankly. Was that 
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three-cornered hats ; their air was fresh and debannair as 
they stepped cheerily out, taking this their brother in the 
calm evening hour to his rest It was all comfortable, 
homely, as death should be, and San delighted in it 

When they stopped at the gates of their Penitentiar/i 
Blaise urged them to be quick in changing, while he went 
across to book a table for dinner ; and that day was only 
the first of many similar ones. On the very next, they 
went down into the city again, and Blaise ordered a real 
English luncheon at the English place — steak and fried 
potatoes, and Yorkshire pudding and Stilton cheese, and 
the girls thoroughly enjoyed themselves. 

Just as Blaise had revolutionized the Cross-roads, so 
his arrival at Kleine KLirsch woke up, revived, altered things 
and persons— life went by, swiftly and enjoyingly ; Lady 
Sophy was less hungry; San was happy; Tessa — Tessa 
was another girl — though the Princess, when she came to 
know him better, decided that his coldness to her sex was 
genuine, and not a pose — no one was better aware than she 
of the fact how, in Paris, where the best men have of late 
years taken so violently to sport, the class of women that 
formerly appealed so irresistibly to Frenchmen has entirely 
lost all attraction for them. 

Knowing, of course, nothing about Tally Ho, the man 
was an enigma to her — San represented neither love nor 
money, if marriage were the desired estate for which he 
was so eminently unfitted, why not marry Tessa, who 
studied his tastes ? 

The Princess failed to read the riddle. It could not be 
because he wanted an heir — ^he struck her as an apris mat 
le deluge man, and singularly indifferent to duty— one not 
likely to be bitten with that foolish conceit which makes 
every man think he is a heaven-bom father, able to beget 
better and cleverer children than his neighbours. In point 
of fact, no man should be allowed to undertake paternity 
till he has gone through a sharp examination, moral, mental 
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and physical, proving the possession of qualities fit to be] 
transmitted to his descendants, not the seeds of his owul 
vices and mistakes, 

Finallyj she came to the conclusion that, unless thisj 
Luke Randall who was comingp and of whom San spoke < 
so warmlyp was the unknown quantity in the affair, sport ; 
and sport only must be the attraction between Blaise, and 
the uncompromising girL 

"You will be chums," she said one day—" enjoy sport 
together/* and wondered why San's face fell— she did not 
know that sport to Blaise meant a very different thing to 
what it did to San, and the Princess, who genuinely liked i 
her, was again at fault. 

One day she paused by the barbaric hammock in which ; 
Tessa lay in a soft cloud of white, and suddenly the loveli- 
ness of the young thing lying there^ with scarlet cheeks 
and lips, and little dark head, with its vine-tendrils of hair 
that the heat had pressed close to her forehead, the great 
; slender roundness 
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and Tessa, with the supple grace that distinguished her 
smallest movements, shrugged her shoulders. 

" She and Major Blundell are in the wood — making love, 
I suppose ; " and closed her eyes that the Princess might 
not see the look in them. 

" He is a cold man," said the Princess, finger in the 
Russian grammar she had been studying, her wonderful 
eyes looking away over the sea of woods below. She 
spoke with little breaks between her words — very prettily, 
very quaintly. " He will be cold to his wife — yes — but 
he will also be cold to other women. Coldness has its 
advantages in marriage — I doubt if a very, very passionate 
woman, a lava-woman, even, would melt him. Men are 
learning to do without women now, and it is only the 
women who are strong enough to do without love who are 
the happy ones." 

"You do not believe in love, then?" said Tessa, 
abruptly. 

She had always been curious about the Princess, 
who deliberately swamped her beauty in intellectuality, 
was so much the less attractive as a woman for it — ^if she 
had chosen, she must be irresistible to men, Tessa thought. 
"If love would last," said the Princess, thoughtfully, 
and still looking away. It was as if all light were removed 
from her wonderful eyes, and a veil of memory drawn 
across them. 

" It is the only thing on earth worth living for," said 
Tessa. 

It struck the Princess then that if she always ran 
away from an Italian lover, Blaise would have to run — 
and run hard one of these days, if Tessa really meant 
business. 

"Yes — for a time." 

" The only one that matters," said Tessa — at which the 
Princess shrugged her shoulders, smiled, and moved away. 
Tessa saw her soon after in the swing, idly swaying to and 
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fro» her forehead against one of the ropes she held, the 
little grammar on the ground beside her. • , . She was very 
happy just then _ , • in Paris she had always fever more or 
less ; but to Kleine Kii^ch she escaped as to a much-loved 
pleasure ground. Yet to the Tessas of this world it is not 
possible to realize that a simple life like that could rest, 
make happy a woman, even if she did appear to have cut 
the word ** love '* out of her vocabulary^ though before a 
woman has done that^ she must have suffered as it is not 
good that any woman should suffer. 



CHAPTER V 
LUKE 

LUKE RANDALL arrived three days after Blaise 
and was welcomed by Sir George, Lady Sophy, and 
San with an ardour that surprised the Princess, who 
happened to be passing at the moment of his triumphant 
entry — ^in San's warmth she at first thought she had found 
an answer to the conundrum that puzzled her. 

Tessa and Blaise were quite out of it They strolled 
up the path that led to the woods ; it was significant of 
their unimportance that no one at the moment missed 
them, San was pouring out questions so fast, while Luke 
was answering them. He had clearly made a great 
effort over himself to be tidy, but his new clothes, if unob- 
trusive, did not hang with the grace of his shabby ones, 
as San presently told him, though Sir George vowed that 
now Luke had come, it was " the top of the morning." 

Like most people who prefer feeding their eyes to their 
bodies, at first sight Luke pronounced the place charming; 
was delighted with its picturesqueness, and glad to find 
that, like Lady Sophy, San, and Tessa, he was domi- 
ciled in the Sanatorium itself. Sir George was in one of 
the many villas that were retained by the authorities, 
Tessa wished devoutedly that she were outside, not in ; 
she could not even walk in the pine forest after nine at 
night, save by going out at the public entrance, and it was 
the one, the only thing that gave her any pleasure — ^she 
was telling Blaise so now, as he walked beside her. 

^'Where's Tessa?" exclaimed Lady Sophy, looking 
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round ; but the fact of her simultaneous disappearance witli 
Blaise had been exercising Luke's mind for some minutes 
past, 

"Talking racing, I expect," said San, brusquely, "she 
knows a Joliy lot more about that sort of thing than I do" 
then she eagerly asked him certain questions about the 
vegetable -beds he and she had planted together, and Lady 
Sophy and Sir George dropped behind, and talked, 

" I wish the four would re-sort themselves/* said Lady 
Sophy, in an energetic whisper ; " Luke and San, Tessa and 
Blaise j there might be two fairly happy couples then.*' 

But Sir George, naturally enough, came to the rescue 
of a fellow-man, if he did not particularly like him. 

'' He can't do more than ask her to marry him," he said, 
*'and she is happy as a bird, I confess I was annoyed 
with Blundell when he arrived, but that beastly journey 
upset him ; they are all right now," 

" Rubbish ! Since he came here, Fm more than ever 
convinced that it's Tally Ho he is marrying, not San. Oh ! 
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" I wonder if she did ? " said Lady Sophy. 

'' I mean to get a ladder and look over the wall one 
day," he said, and rolled up his fine eyes rapturously. 

" Don't, you'll be frightfully disappointed ! " 

Sir George laughed, and drew an envelope from his 
pocket 

" If we weren't going to be married, you know " — he eyed 
her obliquely, and she shook her head — " I don't know if I 
should dare to show 'em to you I They represent a fat 
little man taking his virgin dose of massage & la Kleine 
Kirsch." 

" My dear George ! " she said, " after the sights I see 
daily, where every prospect pleases, and woman alone is 
vile I " And the next moment their heads were together 
over the series. 

In the first card, with the legend, "Z^ massage est bien 
sain^ le masseur apprete ses paingSf* the victim lies on his 
back, hands folded under his chin, a beatified expression 
on his features as of heavens unknown, while a lean, 
hungry-looking individual ferociously rolls up his shirt- 
sleeves, and squints down at the prostrate one with an 
*' unconscious of their doom, the little victims play," com- 
bined with a "you don't know what you are taking on" 
expression, that bodes ill to the fatty before him. 

In the second, the masseur has hurled himself across the 
prone one's body, and with an ankle seized in one hand, is 
digging his thumbs into the other's flaccid calves. The one 
optic of the assaulted, as seen in profile, is globular with 
pain and alarm ; his no longer heavenly folded hands are 
clenched in self-defence, while perspiration rolls heavily 
down both faces, like hail in an English spring blizzard. 

In the third, the masseur is kneading with devilish 
energy an apparently enormous batter-pudding, and the 
victim's eyes are starting from his head, his mouth has 
become a perfect oblong of abject misery, his hands have 
fallen collapsed to his sides, he has given up even the 
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desire to fight. But the ironic legend says, " Pitrer tesfmnac 
est bien faisant^ si h masseur est inteUig€nt ; " and inteHigent 
he is, if that is how you call it ! 

In the fourth, his demon has seized him by both arms, 
and is furiously working them ; the while with one foot 
planted against the other*3 lean shank, and its fellow 
kicking in mid-air, the unhappy one tries to repel the 
attacker's vindictive energy. His mouth is now perfectly 
round, so are his eyes — he is one O of agony, and his 
lean tormentor, with the button of his shirt gone, wears 
the conscious pride of an artist in his work, as he redoubles 
his loving ministrations. 

In the fifth, the victim lies flat on his face, receiving a 
punishment that makes him think regretfully of the feeble 
spankings of his youth ( '^pour tepine dorsak et ie ^os^ 
terimr, le massage et encore meiilmtr ** ) ; but there is no 
more fight left in him, even the fiendish energy of his 
tormentor wavers, and the working of his wicked will sated. 
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opinion too— that she would be done with it if she 
married.'* 

San laughed. She looked very careless, very happy, 
after all, Luke supposed that Blaise was kind — but he had 
often blamed himself since, that he had not given her that 
warning. And then there was Tessa ; and though a man 
may swear that he does not like perfume, yet it will go to 
his head and senses all the same — it is unwise in him to 
trust his victory over his nature too far ; for nature will 
lie buried a long time, and yet revive upon the occasion of 
temptation, as a wise man long ago said. 

** There is a concert going on over there," said Lady 
Sophy, as they came up ; " let us look in for an hour " — and 
they all moved on together, almost immediately being in 
the pine woods belonging to the town. 

Luke inhaled with delight their cool sweet breath, 
exclaimed at the beauty of the long glades and alleys, 
crossing and recrossing, so that wherever you went were 
figures, near or distant, while at one place a sharp descent 
led by a steep wooden bridge to a wood at a lower level 
through which a gurgling stream ran. 

** And you mean to say you don't find this pleasant, 
Sophy ? " said Luke, reproachfully, as they emerged on a 
semi-circular colonnade, with seat running round it, enclos- 
ing an open space, planted with trees, and dotted with 
little tables and chairs, where refreshments of all kinds 
were served from two stalls, one on either side of the 
bandstand. The bandsmen's uniform was a blue coat, red 
band to cap, red strap on shoulder, and silver lace the 
portion of the conductor only, and before them the crowd 
circulated, there were young folk, and old folk, and little 
children whose feet went pat to the music — all in holiday 
garb — it was a pretty and lively scene, and while San 
and Luke strolled about. Lady Sophy and George Freeling, 
sitting under a tree, agreed that it was a pity we could 
not have something of the sort in England. 



192 



TALLY HO! 



" But we shouldn't have that ftHe-Azy air," she said ; 
"just a syrupj a cake, a cup of coffee, a 'Dead March in 
Saur band, and they are happy. We want so much more 
than that ! '' 

"I don't know about town" said Sir George, "but in 
the country we manage to make ourselves pretty comfort- 
able, and you'll find as time goes on, Sophy " 

But she ruthlessly cut him short " Isn*t it jolly to see 
a Jack Tar, even if he ^ a Russian ? " she said, as one 
passed with the unfamiliar rows of silver braid on his jacket 
and sleeves, and a moustache that set oddly on the sailor 
face that is pretty much the same all the world over, 
" How quaint that Tyrolean peasant's dress is, and the 
cocks' feathers worn at the back of his hat Did you ever 
see anything like the laziness of that German, with his 
Panama hat safety-pinned to the front of his coat?" 

"By Jove I what hair! " exclaimed Sir George, as girl 
after girl passed with shining tresses bound in heavy plaits 
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husbands and wives seem fonder and happier here than 
in England — of each other, I mean — not of other people's ; " 
and, indeed, it was quite an exception not to see a 
man walking with his hand through his wife or sweet- 
heart's arm, possessively, of course, but still the affection 
seemed sincere. 

A heavy woman passed, leading a little boy, clearly not 
her own ; he looked utterly miserable — and of all the 
pitiful sights on God's earth is a little rosy child, led by 
the hand of some elderly idiot talking down to it, when 
all it wants is another baby of its own age to exchange 
ideas with. Angels might weep at the sight ; as it is, the 
child weeps. 

Meanwhile Luke and San were walking through the 
woods. It seemed as if one might almost walk on for ever, 
as even when the limits were reached by a road, one had 
only to cross it, to come to fresh pine plantations, even 
more beautiful, perhaps, as the ground was hilly, and the 
open clearings made the air even purer than below. 

You saw some pretty sights there; one was a man 
sitting with two tiny children cuddled one under each arm 
— to Luke it was all delightful, and his spirits rose. 

** You look awfully well, San," he said. 

" We are having a lovely time," she said, " since Blaise 
came, I mean — it was rotten before. He takes us all over 
the place, and feeds us up, but he can't persuade Lady 
Sophy to come — it seems a point of honour with her. 
Sounds awful greedy, doesn't it ? But I don't think I'll 
ever be able to look fruit in the face, or care to plant any 
more vegetables after Kleine Kirsch ! " 

'* You won't have to plant any now," said Luke ; and 
San laughed, a little ruefully. 

He had already noticed how much oftener she laughed 
than formerly, how her eyes sparkled. She was only a 
girl, after all, and the change of scene of the last few days 
had sent her spirits up with a bound — so little fun had 
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hitherto come her way. Blaise was quietly attentive if 
not obviously lover-like, San would have loathed love- 
making in that place, where there was neither a private 
room, nor a private opportunity for it — his disgust at the 
sight one day of a man slobbering his wife's hand was fully 
shared by herself, for at heart her reserve fully equalled 
his. She was entirely under Blaise's influence again, and 
her creed was simple — he had asked her to marry him ; 
chosen her out of the whole world to be his wife, if their 
surroundings did not conduce to sentiment he was un- 
varyingly kind, and his presence made all the diiference. 
People always did sit up when Blaise was around, and 
everything went on wheels. 

'' Blundell looks as if he had had a hell of a time/' 
Luke said. 

" Oh ! he's all right now," said San. 

Her advice to a man would always be the footballer's 
'* be liard!' Softness of any kind would win no pity from her. 
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beard — their habits are not ours. How was Tally Ho 
when you saw him last ? " 

"AH right I suppose" — Luke hesitated — "Major 
Blundell will ride him after you are married ? " 

"If he likes," said San, bluntly ; "but I hope he won't 
like. I prefer to keep my horse to myself. Did you see 
Blagow?" 

"Yes; he seemed in excellent spirits — ^so did Clara. 
That girl's getting positively handsome from sheer 
happiness." 

" Poor souls," said San, absently ; " it was a bit of 
a shock to them not getting married in April, as they 
intended." 

"I have been looking for you," said Blaise, and she 
started — neither of them had seen him as he approached 
by a side path. It struck him how happy, how completely 
at ease San and Luke were together, just as later in the 
day it was to strike Luke what excellent company Tessa 
and Blaise found each other. 



CHAPTER VI 
SOPm^ FALL 

WHEN Tessa, as a great secret, whispered into Blaise's 
car, that in a retired comer of the pine woods she 
had plumped upon the old love-birds, Sir George witii bis 
arm round his dear Sophy's waists feeding her with bits of 
sausage, she grossly exaggerated the real facts. But the 
truth was, too much virtue in Lady Sophy conduced to an 
unexpected fall ; for walking alone up the street at dusk 
one nighty after a pap, vegetable, and fruit supper, her foot 
wavered as she passed the sausage-and-ham shop, and she 
fell, not into the gutter, but into the forbidden Land of 
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prevented the culprit's recognition of the witness to her 
fall, and Blaise and Tessa kept silence, so Lady Sophy 
still walked unabashed in the ranks of virtuous, or rather, 
not-found-out women. 

Every day Blaise mended ; the pine woods, the wonder- 
ful air that made half the " cure," healed him — he was well 
housed and fed in the adjacent hotel, kept the hours that 
pleased him, and never allowed himself to be bored by 
anybody, so that the latter part of the time sped quickly, 
and, to the girls, in a very different way to the first It was 
only Lady Sophy now who counted the days to get away, 
Sir George lamented the imminent curtailment of what 
he vowed was the best honeymoon they had ever had. 

One day Luke persuaded her to go down with him into 
the City — Sir George wanted to come too, but she quoted 
the old adage, and they gaily attacked a portion, a very 
small portion, of the vast picture-galleries that form four 
sides of a square, but soon slackened in their ardour, for 
it was a burning day. They remained, however, a long 
time before Raffaelle's Madonna — the colour scheme was so 
exquisite, the blue eyes, blue as the draperies that floated 
like heavenly clouds about the sweet-faced girl ; the wonder- 
ful infant, with eyes that looked through you ; the note of 
rose-colour in the man's robe kneeling at her feet, repeated 
again and again in deeper tones, held both eye and heart 
alike in a fulness of delight 

^ I shall never care to look at a print of that picture 
again,'' said Lady Sophy, when after traversing room after 
room, leading to others that apparently went on for ever, 
they decided that unless they had a year or so to spare 
to the inspection of the pictures, it was idle to make a 
beginning — consequently they would not begin. 

So, when they had here and there recognized the 
originals of many old friends well known in England, they 
made their way up to the Terrasse, a pleasant place under 
trees, overlooking the historic river that flowed from under 
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Its arches m many a noble curve past the climbliig woods 
on its left, with houses like beautiful treasure-boxes that 
should surely hold happy humans, rose-pink Japanese 
houses, Italian marble palaces — every sort of architecture ■ 
and the higher they climbed, the finer the houses were. 
I Luke ordered tea and buttered toast at one of the 

little tables — Lady Sophy might have protested at this 
infringement of her rules (her secret lapse notwithstanding), 
but that she was very thoughtful, quite unable to forget 
tAe Madonna of Madonnas she had just seen* 

"Luke/' she said, '*it*s the sheer humanity of the 
thing — the mother as interceder, the little child — the Httle 
child who grows up to plead, ' Love one another, help one 
another * — if these are myths and fables, then I pray that 
I may never know any other/' 

He nodded sympathetically ; he always thought that 
the man who taught the woman he loved^ to let go her 
religious beliefs, was putting into her hands a sword with 
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pictures on the wall, and we only knew that Mary was a 
real woman, that Christ was a real man ; that in their 
relation of mother and son they stand as the type of all 
woman's weakness and man's strength; that they loved, 
and sorrowed, and suflfered, and helped— it's Christ the 
man we love — He was the first Freemason — what is his 
creed, his teaching but an intensely human love for your 
neighbour ? Ben Sira caught the right meaning when he 
spoke of 'his grandfather, Jesus.' RafTaelle's Madonna 
seemed to say to me just now, all that I felt in the little 
kirk that day. • . . And then for her, for Mary, ' and God 
shall wipe all tears from their eyes' — Luke, I always think 
that was written for mothers — it doesn't say man shall wipe 
away all tears from their eyes, but God; and it doesn't 
say ' man's,' but * theirs ' — ^that means mothers." 

" Dear Sophy," he said, touched by a confession that 
no one would have expected of her, as she could never 
have made it to any one but him — it was only to Luke 
that she showed her real self, said things she never did to 
San or Sir George, but Luke understood women. "I 
wish that I could see eye to eye with you," he added. "As 
it is, I hold the Bible to be the most beautiful book in the 
whole world — a school for manners, a manual of worldly 
wisdom ; even its fables are dearer to me than all the 
scientific truths in the world." 

"Fables!" she cried, with flashing eyes, "Oh, you 
Bernard Shaws, you iconoclasts, who twist, who destroy 
everything, what do you give us women in exchange — 
what do you build ? Leave us our fables," she cried passion- 
ately, " our lovely fables, that are in consonance with the 
heart's best instincts " 

" I flfc leave them," he said, gently. 

" Luke, Christ has roots deep down in our hearts that 
none will ever be able to pluck out — He makes us happy — 
have you ever thought of what a support it is to millions 
of people to believe that after endless sorrow, sickness, 
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heart-break Aire, we are to find love, warmth, restj com- 
prehension t/i€re f It's on trust, I know ; but everything 
is on trust, the servant who prepares our food, the stranger 
whom we interview— they can murder us if they like ; but 
as a rule they don*t You fail where all clever men fail 
— *God, I believe, help Thou my unbelief is the cry 
wrung from all human nature ^in his soul the atheist 
does recognize, know God, it's his strutting, little, curious 
intellect that gets up and asks questions, and calls God 
names because He does not reply/* 

" I wonder," said Luke, thoughtfully, " if when we have 
accomplished all, or nearly all, our sins and blunders, some 
day we shall see clear, think clear, call nothing common or 
unclean ; be initiated into the great freemasonry of under- 
standing, of loving our fellow-humans, so that we see, not 
their faults, but the spark of divinity that is in them ? 
Yet I have never, in all the time you have been at Green- 
ditches, once seen you go to church, Sophy ! '* 

''No; the man there preaches hell -fire. Here is an 
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enormous step in the direction of truth, honesty, and 
simplicity of life ? ** 

Luke burst out laughing. " And how are you going to 
doit?" he said. 

" I haven't thought it out properly yet. But, Luke, I 
heard a woman say once, who had pretended all her life 
to screen some one else, that it all worked out exactly 
the same in the end as if she had not pretended. If you 
could see the way women change their personalities, 
characteristics, looks even, when stripped of ordinary con- 
ventional clothes ! " 

''God forbid 1'' said Luke, piously; "the Luft-bad is 
absolutely safe from me, at least, as a ' Peeping Tom.' " 

"Well, Fm not going to pretend — I want to grow old 
gracefully, and I can't I All our family have foxy hair that 
wonU grow grey, or do anything respectable — Roly is 
always fighting hers. I asked my hairdresser to hurry it 
up, but he refused ; and I hate the prospect of being a 
youthful-looking woman with old eyes I Now, there's face 
massage, one is either bom with a good or a bad skin, 
nothing will alter it; but a soul or bright spirit shining 
through a muddy complexion is worth all the creams and 
stuff ever rubbed into a woman's cheeks. They have no 
sense of humour, these women, or they'd know that a man's 
love, which they seem to covet (and it's so idiotic, a man 
likes to do his own coveting), is won by quite other things 
than elderly pink cheeks." 

Luke looked at her, and shook his head. " You treat 
George very badly," he said ; and she sighed. 

" I'm afraid I shall feel it more as time goes on," she 
said — "that wanting-to-be-tucked-up feeling, oh, don't 
you know it ? haven't you felt it in the houses you stay at — 
everything perfect, the attentive servants, your bed turned 
down, and slippers and dressing-gown laid ready— every- 
thing but a hand that you love to tuck you up ; to tuck 
the clothes warm into your back, and round your shoulders, 
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settle them just right under your chin ? Then comes the 
little kiss dropped on you as a blessing on departing — it 
takes you back to your childhood and into the circle of 
your mother's watchful care — ^you feel safe as you fall 
asleep. Well, that is what George's unfailing love is to me 
In my more or less worldly life ; the hand that tucks me 
up, warms and comforts me," 

Luke nodded ; he never found these two middle-aged 
lovers ridiculous like some who did not know them. He 
thought her very wise to cling on to what she believed she 
might lose if bound to her irrevocably— but who knew 
that she might not yet fulfil her fate like the rest ? 

" /shall be tucked up some day," he said grimly, " for 
good and all. I saw my Little Old Woman last night ; but 
if I talk about her, she'll hear, and she has left me pretty 
much to myself lately." 

'* Are you afraid of her ? " she said puzded ; " and who 
IS she ? *' 
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" She stands out from my earliest recollection/' he said, 
"the Little Old Woman, a shape of such horror, such 
paralyzing dread, that often I would wake with the sweat 
standing on my childish brow, afraid to fall asleep again, 
lest she lurked near in ambush, waiting to clutch me. 
Usually I was at the end of a series of rooms, from the 
last of which there was no outlet, and warned suddenly 
by an indescribable instinct, I would see her a long way 
off, stealthily approaching me ; then, as I turned to flee, to 
hide, with a rush she would be upon me, and I was caught 
up in a supernatural agony of terror, impossible for human 
flesh and blood to translate, or human tongue to 
describe." 

" Nightmare," said Lady Sophy, but she shivered. 
He shook his head. " Nightmares I know ; but this was 
no nightmare, rather the forcing of me, against my will, 
over the boundaries of another world that had nothing in 
common with the utilitarian one in which I dwelt When 
I found that I could not outgrow or choke off the spectre, 
that at ten, fifteen, and twenty years of age had as much 
power to cowe me as when I was an infant, a sullen rage 
possessed me, for in my waking moments I knew not fear ; 
but I told no one — both my parents died when I was a 
mere lad. Well, as you know, I went to the devil, taking 
Oxford by the way, and, thank God, through everything the 
love of books has clung to me, yet those who can't from 
observation frame some rules of conduct for life are hardly 
likely to find in books anything to help them — love, hate, 
sin, and sorrow — I take it that these are the fundamental 
facts of life, till art steps in, so clipping and placing them 
within boundaries that they don't seem to be realities at 
all. For books are not life, as men know it" 

Lady Sophy patted his brown, thin hand — ^thinner and 
browner now, surely, than it had been a couple of months 
ago. 

" You are a real, good Christian," she said, "but you 
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don't know it And you took every honour possible at 
the University " 

" Till in sheer revolt of the body against the overtaxed 
brain, I suddenly threw myself into dissipation, became 
absorbed in the purely material side of life — a law unto 
myself and others" — he paused abruptly — "to all, save 
the Little Old Woman, the only variation to whose visits 
lay in her gradual invisibility." 

Lady Sophy shivered again in the warmth of the June 
afternoon. There was a subtle change in Luke, it was 
as if the outposts of his life were attacked long before 
the citadel knew itself to be in danger — his eyes were 
unfamiliar as they looked out at the scene below — in the 
silence the music from the beer-garden opposite came dis- 
tinctly to their ears. 

** I would go to sleep without a care, with no thought, 
save the physical desire for slumber, and suddenly find 
myself in some strange place, with an overpowering sense 
of her nearness ; perhaps the chief horror lay in the fact 
that I could neither see nor touch her, and I would be 
swept shuddering to a crisis of terror that tore the very 
manhood out of me, leaving me no better than a beaten, 
crouching hound." 

But there was nothing beaten in his eyes at that 
moment — only something expectant, eager, as if longing 
for what was to come. 

'* Gradually I came to believe that she was bred in me, 
and of me, a part of myself; that she had a message for 
me which she had sought to deliver in childhood, when 
memory bites deep ; that as I would not listen then, nor 
in youth, she must needs remain till she had forced it 
on me. Was she, indeed, my soul, trying to struggle 
out, or my conscience, as resolute to obtain a hearing from 
me as was I, in my stubborn, gross manhood, not to give 
one?'* 

'* You never were, you never c<mld be gross," flashed 
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out Lady Sophy; **you were just — ^human. If you were 
any better, dear, we should not love you so muclL" 

** Dear Sophy/' he said, and touched her hand tenderly. 
" Sometimes," he said, " I find myself wondering if there 
is one little foothold by which I may be altered, and 
made fit for anything — there is a side of me that has 
never been developed, and this is the side that the Little 
Old Woman has constantly tried to galvanize into life, 
it is in most men — it is in Blundell ; but San will see to 
that Robbers all,'* — ^he spoke as one thinking aloud — '* as 
we men are, stealing for our own pleasure all we can from 
women, I have come to know that our purest joys are those 
that we never grasp, or painfully forego ; that it is only 
when we realize that the strength on which we pride our- 
selves, and which is potent to get us everything we 
want, is yet powerless to do anything for those we love, 
that the first blow to our infallibility, our male self- 
esteem, is struck. If San ever needs help, and I am not 
here " 

" What do you mean ? " cried Lady Sophy, sharply. 

'' Well, it has struck me sometimes that there might be 
a physical reason (there usually is for what we call psychic 
phenomena) for this recurrent seizure — apparition — ^what 
you will. Hammering heart and dripping brow testify to 
my very real suffering, and when once I told my doctor 
about it, adding that I had a feeling that when the Little 
Old Woman and I came face to face, grips to grips at last, 
I should die, he looked at me curiously, asked if there were 
any history of heart disease in my family, and remarked 
that there was usually a weak place somewhere in men of 
my phenomenal^ height But I would not let him test me 
— I did not want to know — I have my own views about 
sudden death, of its complete satisfactoriness and harmony 
with Nature's laws ; it is the prospect of a slow process of 
disintegration at which all my instincts revolt — let me 
have one or the other — life or death; but no artificial 
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hunted soul Oh ! let us pray that we ma 
quietly before we are thus imprisoned and 1 
our dying in peace, with none to interfere bel 
us. You remember Richard Jeffreys, that I 
who understood and loved nature as perhaps 
ever did, who had made a religion of his own 
abruptly — "I hope to God, Sophy, that ^a 
comes, they'll leave me quite alone ; nor wh 
affirm a declaration of faith that, like Jefl 
made. But what I would most like, is th 
given one opportunity of doing something de< 
I may be taken away before I have been able 
" Oh ! " cried Lady Sophy, with somethic 
sob, thinking that if Blaise had no such lines 
Luke had of recklessness, of despair, he di< 
Luke would die rather than commit — ''it if 
we do ourselves^ it's what we do to others 
conscience only troubles good people^ that 
Little Old Woman chivies j^ou. Or is she 
of whom Bernard Capes writes when he speal 
dim theory, peopling woods, and fields, and 
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hearts with spnpathy and their q^es with a mist of sorrow. 
And of such gentle ghosts^ Christ was but the first in faith 
and tenderness.^ " 

For a while they sat silent, his hand laid on hers — ^then 
he started up. 

** Dear Salad-Eater/' he said, " it grows late ; " and they 
walked along the Terrasse under the trees to the main 
steps that led down to the city, took a carriage, and had 
hardly started when they were passed by a pair of fast 
trotting horses — two pretty girls waved their hands to 
Luke and Sophy, and Blaise raised his hat Even in so 
trifling a matter as the speed of his horses, Blaise easily got 
ahead of Luke, Sophy thought vexedly. 



THE PRINCESS AND THE 

« OOPHY," said Luke, when they \ 
O verandah together one Sunda 
had just declared she could not see a 
a certain window because of the dom 
being massaged opposite her ; ** you a 

** I know it," she said, and sighed, 
devil prompts one to say a rude 
nothing so catching as vulgarity i 
simplicity of language, as of clothing 
Yesterday a polite Russian said to me 
of the fat man, * You will excuse me, ] 
but in the bath his stomach falls in . 
didn't say stomach I ) " 

" He has already got off ten pounc 
often talked to the poor fellow — ^his 
kindness to the afflicted was not to be 
and he took a much more kindly view 
Sophy did — ^finding many good qualitie 

" Soon As will prance like a unicorn- 
it, I wonder, take him to dispose of tl 
hundred or thereabouts ? " gibed Sophv 
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these suburban souls, and probably they thought that even 
if she did not wear her crown, she ought to carry it about 
in a bag, and pop it on at odd moments when not being 
scrubbing-brushed, or pommelled, or otherwise engaged. 

*' Will you and Major Blundell drive with me this after- 
noon ? " she said, when she had bowed to every one, with 
an especial smile to Luke, for they were great friends, and 
might be seen at odd half-hours with their heads bent over 
one of her little books ; they had long conversations on 
every subject under the sun, and flew into realms where 
San could not possibly follow them. 

Blaise made excuse ; he loathed driving save when he 
drove himself, so she asked Luke instead. They sat 
quietly chatting for awhile, the Princess taking an odd, 
unwilling interest in Blaise, who was that stimulus to 
others that Luke never could be, and he, in his turn, had 
become interested in her, and apt to forget while talking 
to her that she possessed the intellect which in any woman 
he regarded as her greatest drawback. 

While the others talked, Tessa sat silent, preoccupied, 
reviewing the situation. Now that the first days of seeing 
and doing all that was to be done were over, Blaise and 
Tessa had been inevitably thrown more into each other's 
company from the friendship that existed between the 
other four— but though the pine woods made a perfect 
paradise for people whose relations and friends were doing 
the cure — and San's semi-cure gave Blaise and Tessa of 
mornings a free hand, there was no perceptible change in 
the situation. 

Blaise had now been at KUeine Kirsch ten days, and if 
the cards Tessa held were poor enough, she had dared to 
hope that Luke's arrival might turn out a trump one ; but 
very soon she found that Luke did not mean to be played, 
to try and stop San's marriage would be to make Sao 
wretched, and he desired nothing on earth but her happi- 
ness, which was to be happy in her own way. He had 
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not come over here to make mischief, or attempt the im- 
possible feat of detaching her from Blaise, so again Tessa 
came to a blind alley, but the savage, baulked instinct in her 
remained— that she would win Blaise, make him love her, 
that whether he married San or did not, he should be hers, 
Mrs, and love no one but herself. It is true that in talk- 
ing he gave her a confidence that he did not to San — he 
said to her once, '* If they had told me I should be a log all 
my life — well, I have my own views on that point— not 
necessarily correct, but Nature says to her maimed, 'Die 
of inanition, and if that is impossible^ there are other ways/ 
I don't think a man has the right to put upon another the 
onus of removing him ; it's cowardly to ask some one else 
to do for you what you are afraid to do for yourself ; " and 
he further explained his views to Tessa, oddly identical 
with those of Luke Randall, had he but known it ; but 
Tessa hardly listened* Blaise was alive, so was she, and 
what was life worth save to live it, and was not the whole 



THE PRINCESS AND THE SWINEHERDS 811 

in the crush of traffic in a town, than a sordid compromise 
with sentiment in the country. 

The Princess waved aside the pretentious chilet at 
which the driver drew up with a flourish for tea, and with 
a noble disrq^ard of the dial, they drove on and on, 
chattering happily, till they came to the depths of a pine 
forest, where a broken down Auberge in the background 
formed the meeting-place of a great number of cyclists* 
who lay, or sat about on benches at rough tables, talking, 
and drinking beer or coffee. 

A shout of welcome rose up as the Princess and San 
descended — if she did not wear the purple velvet and the 
crown that the Sanatorium expected, she yet looked very 
dainty and beautiful, and San was a pretty girl, but when 
two of the cyclists affably begged them to go and sit on 
their knees, Luke thought of the Princess and the Swine* 
herd, as was inevitable. Yet when the clamour of invita- 
tion from distant tables had ceased, the uncouth innkeeper 
could promise no better accommodation than the new 
arrivals saw before them, also he had never even heard 
of tea. It was all very quaint, very wild, and appealed 
strongly to the unconventional Princess and to Luke — it 
seemed such thousands of miles from civilization ; so did 
the coffee when it came in huge, coarse mugs, with pieces 
of bread and butter four inches thick* 

The latter were coveted by turkey cocks, who paced 
round and round them, their jewelled heads and fans of 
iridescent feathers making a splendid disguise for the 
mixture of blatant arrogance and stupidity that they 
really were. 

Presently, with a shout and a jingle of bells, and a 
blast of kisses waved towards the English ladies, the 
cyclists departed in a cloud of dust, and San, getting up, 
strolled away by herself into the forest — it seemed to her 
that it was the first time she had been really alone, able to 
think| since Blaise came. 
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sportswomen are like that — there wil 
passion on either side, but true qualiti 
character, must tell"— she hesitated — look 
remained silent " Personally, I could not 
man. I do not know which is worse, the 
asks nothing of his women, or the Englisl 
all and gives nothing — nothing.*' 

"Don't you think," he said slowly, "ths 
rights — should be allowed to enjoy itself in 
that it's not for us to decide what is good 
wants ? The best of us show an unconscio 
selfishness towards what we love that alwa 
a far greater tyranny than the one of hate. 
lov€8 the man," he said abruptly, just as he 
Lady Sophy. " I think I gauge Major Bli 
towards women with more correctness th 
mache does ; that if he is faithful to San ii 
she will not much mind about an}rthing els< 

The Princess was silent She knew ra 
remembered that soft young thing lying 1< 
of whifA t^oS**— -" -• 
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makes what you call a fuss of him; Miss San does 
not." 

" But you, my friend/' she added, " who understand her ; 
who would find in her a rest for your restless brain. Why 
do you not step in and save her from her fate ? He will 
probably marry his cousin then, and be happier than he 
ever would be with the other." 

"Dear Princess," he said, greatly touched, "but a 
woman does not want to be happy, only to get what she 
wants. Unluckily, widely different as they are^ both these 
girls love Blundell. And there it is." 

The Princess sighed. She had made the usual useless 
protest of the village in the track of a lava-stream or 
earthquake ; yet, like Lady Sophy, she was angry that this 
man, Blaise's superior in everything but wealth, should 
accept his fate so supmely. 

But the Princess attached more value to life than he 
did. Luke was in sympathy with the ancients, who 
''willingly gave themselves to the gentle and dear, and 
much-desired embrace of our mother earth." And then he 
had no children ; the Princess had one daughten for 
whose marriage she would shortly have to hurry Invay 
from her beloved " cure," which made all the difference. 
Neither wasted the little time he had for arranging his 
affairs in this world by bothering about the things of the 
next ; each regarding such curiosity as more or less insolent 
interference with God. That "nothing walks with aimless 
feet," Tennyson's faltering but sublime expression of trust 
was, without arguing about it, more or less theirs. Both were 
of opinion that not the world, but the people in it, were 
becoming very tired ; and in the words of a modem writer : 
" What one longs for is another of those great movements 
which suddenly break forth one knows not whence, and 
which carry the race one knows not whither, which in 
literature is called a renaissance, and in' religion a revival, 
and which in any case is the restoring of the human souU 
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do, was to put one man into slavery under another, and 
wrong from every point of view. 

Yet who has the courage to throw off the yoke, to 
refuse to walk in gyves all his life long ? Tolstoy's con- 
tention that only in that degree in which men live to obey 
Grod, thiis ceasing to obey man, and so becoming free, is as 
impracticable as that the malcontent, dry-nursed to his 
grave, should rise up and say — 

" I desire to live my life in the best way ! I wish to 
decide for myself what it is pleasant, useful, and necessary 
for me to do. I can live in peace with your Russia, 
France, Berlin. ... By force you can seize from me any- 
thing you like and kill me, but of my own accord I do not 
wish to fight, and shall not participate in it." It would 
appear natural to act thus, but no one does thus act. 

Perhaps the Princess found it a little hard to admit 
that '*one cannot be free while transgressing the higher 
universal law of mutual service, as it is transgressed by 
the life of the wealthy. ... A man can be free only in the 
degree in which he fulfils the higher law. The fulfilment 
of this law is not only difiicult but almost impossible in 
the common and factory organization of society, when man's 
success is founded upon contest with other men. It is only 
possible and easy under agricultural conditions of life, when 
all men's efforts are directed to a struggle with nature." 

** At it again ! " said San, when she returned from the 
wood to find the pair deep in problems as usual, and 
had she ever heard it, she would promptly have subscribed 
to the common sense of the saying that " it is an ill-found 
house where the heads of it sit in the drawing-room, and 
talk philosophy " 

She gave a prosaic turn to the conversation by asking 
the Princess if she had obtained for their two selves the 
jealously guarded and rarely permitted entre^ to the 
kitchens on the following day, and was delighted to find 
that she had. 

A 
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milk and butter, next to the trellised screen, was very cool 
and sweet— San would have liked to linger longer. As it 
was, they went over to the wonderful pastry-cook's at the 
corner, and ordered a gorgeous cake for the kitchen, sending 
it in with their compliments and thanks for a "private 
view." 



CHAPTER Vm 
IN THE KING^ COURTYARD 

BLAISE, coming over from his hotel, happened upon 
Tessa sitting lonely on one of the seats m the 
thoroughfare leading to the big gates on their last Sunday. 
The Sanatorium was practically empty — its bourgeois tn^ 
mates having spread themselves over the adjacent country, 
many of them dropping in to take coffee with the King 
in the Courtyard of his Palace — ^if he did appear, well and 
good, if not, they did very well without him. 
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black eyes were too big— he thought that the change here 
had done her no good — it was a shame to bring her. 

They crossed the road, and traversed several streets of 
houses, no two of which matched the other, emerging on a 
station where the queerest-looking train waited that Tessa 
had even seen. It was a nightmare even to look at, all 
out of proportion as it was ; but they were inside, and the 
door banged before she had had time to realize it Down, 
down they slid into a dark pit, and along a noisome 
tunnel, then emerged suddenly as through an open door 
into a blaze of sunshine, with a superb coup d'onl of the 
great sunlit city and river apparently miles below. Only 
for a few seconds the perfect picture lasted, then the 
descent continued, and that impression of beholding the 
earth as from some heavenly eyrie faded. All too soon 
they were on solid ground again, and walking to the quay, 
whence they were to embark for the steamer. 

They followed for a time a path close to the river, 
against which were built caf/s lightly roofed in, where 
bands played, and refreshments were in full swing — ^the 
inevitable coffee, the inevitable cakes for the women; 
lager for the men. All were apparently happy after the 
bovine fashion of their race, not one of whom probably 
ever enjoyed one half-hour of the vivid, intense life, that 
we poor sojourners on our little island, with a vile climate, 
know in one way or another, every day. 

The boat came in sight under one of the great arches 
that make one of the beauties of the city — ^soon Tessa and 
Blaise were upon it, slipping silently along past the woods, 
and those lovely patches of colour climbing to the summit 
It was very pleasant, and they were rather silent— there 
were a lot of Kleine Kirsch people on the boat — among 
others, a pretty young Frenchwoman, the only person with 
whom Tessa had become in the least degree friendly. 
Little more than a girl, whose husband stared grossly at 
every good-looking woman he met, and whose attentions to 
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It had suddenly struck him that he had forgotten the 
very thing he had come out here to settle. . . . 

At that time it did not trouble Blaise that he was a 
blackguard in thought and intention. When a man wants 
a bottle of brandy, or the woman for whom he is mad, he 
repents after he has drunk the brandy, or got the woman, 
not before ; and only the attainment of this man's ambition 
could cure and shame him. 

He was looking abstractedly at the crowd, though 
without noticing any individual in it, so the expression 
that flashed out on Tessa's face was unseen by him. Yet 
it was hate — hate of such savage ferocity as can only go 
hand in hand with love. 

" What demons these English women are ! " said a fat 
German to his wife ; " and such a handsome pair as they 
make, too." 

Tessa smiled with stiff lips — but he was not looking 
at, or thinking of her — ^but of Tally Ho. 

The Princess, who had seen them enter, and without 
a sign of recognition continued her talk with San, pre- 
sently moved her seat a little, drawing San's attention to 
something in the distance that necessitated the shifting 
of her chair, and the turning of her back on a certain part 
of the courtyard. The Princess could hardly have told 
why she did it, save that she liked the girl, and wished to 
save her pain, for if that couple in the distance, so occu« 
pied with each other as not to have even perceived their 
presence, meant anything, it was not San's happiness, but 
Tessa's that was plainly concerned. They looked so at 
home, so domesticated even, and at ease together, that 
the Princess suddenly realized how perfectly suited Blaise 
and his cousin were to one another, and what a magnificent 
couple they made. 

She now exerted herself to fix San's whole attention, 
and presently, without looking back, absorbed in what 
the Princess was saying, the girl rose and followed her 
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crossing each other's tracks, till the bell i 
to the meal feloniously called supper, a 
and George Freeling happened to be 
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boredom standing her in good stead ; ''but the crowd was 
too great to get near them." 

That night San and Blaise sat under the trees outside 
the music-room, where a visitor, all airs and graces, con-» 
descended to sing, while better musicians sat meekly 
round, or rather, she could not sing until a great friend 
of hers had been fetched from a restaurant near by. He 
was very fat, and her wood notes wild seemed to pass like 
visible vibrations over the vast expanse of his person, but 
no one found a name for him till San christened him '' the 
lady's tuning-fork," and the name stuck. 

Blaise had all the Englishman's horror of doing his 
love-making in public ; but it was now dark, no one near, 
and when at last they emerged, San's marriage day, early 
in August, was fixed. 

In the reading-room Tessa, who knew perfectly what 
was going on outside, sat for a long while looking at a 
picture of a girl tied to a hippopotamus, who, with all four 
legs off the ground, was bearing down on a lion about to 
be let out from his den. The girl's mouth was a round 
O of horror ; but Tessa guessed cynically that she wouldn't 
trouble much about that lion, if she were outside that 
hippopotamus. 

In a way, it was her own situation, she thought — to 
endure to see San at Beaujolais as Blaise's wife was nothing 
compared to the hell of jealousy and pain through which 
she was passing now. Surely some one would come and 
tell her ; but no one came — meanwhile, Blaise was talking 
to Lady Sophy — he had sought her out when San left 
him, and told her the news. 

"What the girls see in you I don't know," she said 
irritably. " You're colder than any fish ; for they do bleed 
red blood, and I doubt if you have any 1 " 

He laughed. He looked a great deal better; but she 
noted how much too thin his hands were for a man of his 
height and physique. 
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or a look, or even an act — if you do, you get a monster ; 
and Blaise's mood 'towards Tessa might change. If 
he and San did not hit it, there would be Tessa awaiting 
her chance — ^yet, if Lady Sophy interfered she would only 
provoke his antagonism — she knew men, and what a mis- 
take it is to forbid even an uncoveted thing. It some- 
times occurred to her that Tessa's passion for Blaise was 
like a runaway train she once read of, how the station- 
master heard it coming, and locked himself into his office, 
shaking with fear as it thundered through, knowing that 
had he been caught by that tremendous draught of air he 
would have been sucked in like a straw — and Blaise might 
lock himself in, or be caught — no one could possibly predict 
what the average man would do under intense provoca- 
tion, but Blaise was not average — Sophy built much on that 
There was no perceptible pause before she said, 

" I will bring her with me, of course, Blaise, but Jloly 
and I can't spare her for too long. Old bodies like us like 
young people about them." 

" Well, then, make my house your headquarters, too," 
said Blaise. ** There's room enough for everybody." 

" I don't seem to see San at Beaujolais," she said. *' The 
Creswells are unique ; but take one of them out of her 
environment " she shrugged her shoulders. 

" Sandra will manage it all right," he said, for already 
he had begun to realize her good qualities. He thought 
she would make the best pal possible for a wife when 
they had settled down. 

"She and Tessa have not much in common," said 
Sophy, doubtfully. 

But Blaise assured her that the two girls had chummed 
up very well lately, and wouldn't interfere with each other 
in the least. And no more was said then ; but Tessa had 
rather a bad quarter of an hour next morning with her 
aunt. 

"What is all this about your practically living at 
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"Blaise is my cousin," said the gii 
It is natural that he should help me. 
is natural that I should like my cou 
have." 

^ I thought it was Beaujolais you Ic 
said her aunt, dryly. 

"Hike both." 

How passionately she was to desii 
did not know then. In the end probal 
setting were one. 

" It would be safer, Tessa," she said 
to devote your best affections to yoursel 
in the man — unless I am much mist 
may acquire will be kept for San. Und< 
she added, more sternly than she had ev< 
the girl ; '' the moment I find you attei 
with San's happiness I tell her the trul 
is barred to you for ever." 

**He would be the first to turn me 
moistening her dry lips. 

She looked like one burnt «n w;f% 
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shadows that just brush a woman's skin without bruising it, 
do not count. 

San was not having a particularly rosy time, for Lady 
Sophy was worrying her about her clothes, and Blaise was 
backing her up. Both knew their Beaujolais, if San did 
not. 

" My dear," said Lady Sophy, " the mischief is, that you 
can't be smart without being rigged up by the right tailors 
and people — it's the women who give a murderous or a 
slighting glance at you — they know. And the Mersham 
dressmakers are beneath contempt. You must stay with 
me in town till your clothes are thoroughly started ; then 
you ought to go in for a course of exercises, something like 
what we have been doing here. I can tell at a glance by 
the way my friends, or the reverse, wear their frocks, if they 
have been undergoing them I " 

San was really annoyed at this. She didn't care two 
buttons whether her back was round or flat ; but she had 
her vanities, like other girls ; and when Blaise's wishes 
were urged by Lady Sophy she grudgingly consented, 
for she wanted to see the Mater, and was burning with 
curiosity to investigate her garden. 

And now the last of Sophy's thirty days in the wilder- 
ness, as she ever afterwards called her cure, had arrived, and 
she waved her hand, and cried "Farewell, Pomona!" as 
they drove down into the misty city at seven in the 
morning, a regiment of soldiers seeming to march with 
them like an escort down the hill. Only George and Luke 
threw a regretful look backwards to the Sanatorium, home 
of the obese, where king among them all, lumbered, earth- 
quake-footed, the Fat Man, as Megatherium of the show, 
and on arrival at the railway station, Lady Sophy promptly 
disgraced herself. 

" I have not breakfasted," she said. " Half a cup of 
coffee and a small biscuit is not breakfast "^ — so she wasted 
no time, and from then onwards, and at every station where 



BOOK III 

CHAPTER I 
THE BLUE RIBAND OF THE CHASE 

THE roar of the betting-ring rose up to heaven. It was 
louder, more raucous than ever, for at the last 
moment it was known that a rank outsider, a dark horse in 
every sense of the word, was rumoured to win the Grand 
National. 

Blaise had not given the tip to his friends that Tally 
Ho was dangerous — in point of fact no one knew anything 
about him ; but every one knew Fierce Daly's Sunny 
Jim, and when there was a pause, the horse's name smote 
on the ear — " I'll bet seven to one. Sunny Jim ; 'ere, sevens 
Sunny Jim," rose on the air — the ring was seething with 
excitement, and could hardly book its bets fast enough. 
Tally Ho passed almost unnoticed simongst the others as 
they walked round the paddock, even if one or two judges 
looked at him closely as he passed, though all eyes were 
riveted on Sunny Jim as he paced proudly down the 
circle, his jockey looking as if he held the Grand National 
in his pocket ; as he was believed to do by every one but 
Blaise and Blagow. 

" Tally Ho, aged, pedigree unknown," said one man to 
another ; "has only been run in some Somerset local races ; 
used as a hunter before by Blundell's wife, I hear ; has not 
been seen in morning g^allops or anywhere to show a taste 
of his quality ; yet the one or two who have seen him say 
he is a wonder, and can carry practically any weight ; and J/M 



^uL iier money on a 

colour. Daly looks even more please 
usual — awful bounder — well, he's be 
enough, though Bluodell is far tht 
of the two;' 

**Good God!" cried one of the ; 
came in sight ; '* if that isn't Phar. 
double 1" 

" Brothetp I should say ; and Phanl 
stocking ; but in every other parttculai 
as two peas. By the way, has it cvei 
became of Phantom ? '' 

Blaise had never been cooler, more 
than at the moment when, having com 
gigantic fraud, he was bringing it now 
of publicity. Within a very short timi 
whether he had pulled off the greatest 
to a gentleman-rider, or be warned off 
Hunt Committee for deliberate fraud, 
seemed developed in him by which he 
aU round, catching every comment, eve*** 
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horses as with human beings — Nature repeating her- 
self; and small wonder, considering how full her hands 
are." 

The parade was led by Aberdeen, and then in order 
came Blucher, Sister Kate, Turkish Delight, The Limit, 
Cataline, Tally Ho, Ukase, Red Riding Hood, Elsinore, 
Bombay, Black Bess, West Coast, Fortune's Darling, 
Sunny Jim, Wonderland, Sally, Titchbome, Greek Lad, 
Electrobus, Bartholomew, Top-Hole, and Boz. They soon 
collected at the post, and would have got away at the first 
attempt but for Bombay breaking away. He was pulled 
up after going a hundred yards, but some little time was 
lost through his jockey wsdking him back to the others. 
" Go back twenty yards, please, jockeys, and walk up to 
me ; no cantering, mind 1 " sang out the starter, and his 
order was obeyed, the horses going back and turning by 
mutual consent ; yet they were all at a hand-canter when 
they came in line with the starter, but the line being fairly 
level, and the journey a long one with plenty of time to 
make up a length or two, he shouted '' Go I " and brought 
his flag to the ground with evident relief. 

The first to break the line was Boz, closely followed by 
Electrobus, Bombay — ^very much "on his toes" — Greek 
Lad, Turkish Delight, Blucher, Wonderland, Cataline, 
Fortune's Darling, Black Bess, Tally Ho, Bartholomew, 
Red Riding Hood, and Sunny Jim, with Aberdeen last 
All jumped the first fence, when Blucher went on second, 
followed by Wonderland, Turkish Delight — whose jockey 
was '' yawing " at him to keep him in his place — Black Bess, 
Greek Lad, Fortune's Darling, and Sunny Jim, with The 
Limit last At the third fence Bombay came to grief, a 
victim to his own impetuosity, and Boz reached Beecher's 
Brook in front of Wonderland, Blucher, Greek Lad, 
Turkish Delight, and Tally Ho ; Bartholomew having run 
out, and Sally fallen at the second fence. The Limit 
made a bad mistake after clearing the brook, and at 
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trequent, probably because he rode 
offered him, without regard to its jun 
own neck — sustained that rather painl 
thing a broken collar bone, 

Blaise on Tally Ho was going 
choosing and keeping his course as str 
watching those about him as closely a 
tjnued to make the pace in front of El 
Kate, well clear of Sunny Jim— whose j 
was watching Tally Ho anxiously^ — ant 
turn were a couple of lengths in front i 
and Red Riding Hood, with Aberdeen— 
already niggling at him — and Fortune's I 
last Before reaching the racecourse^ 
fell and brought down Top-Hole, and W 
his saddle, was pulled up. Blatse conte 
keeping his position, knowing there was 
yet, but at the second fence on to the racc< 
fell just in front of him^ and it looked as 
must jump on man and horse. Blaise, | 
was, made no attempt to pull bis hoi 
leaving it to Tally Ho, who, accustomec 
form^ri" *- -ich trifles, landed apparently 
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At the first fence into the country the second time round, 
Red Riding Hood came down, and down she remained, 
completely blown. Greek Lad now went on, and jumped 
Beecher's Brook in front of Cataline, with Tally Ho now 
lying third by himself, well clear of Sunny Jim and 
Ukase, with Wonderland on the outside in front of 
Electrobus. Cataline fell at the Canal Point, and Greek 
Lad and Electrobus followed suit at the last open ditch. 
Sister Kate and Tally Ho now drew out clear of Sunny 
Jim, Wonderland, Elsinore, and Ukase. The fourth fence 
from home upset Elsinore, and as if this had removed a 
dangerous opponent, Blaise immediately sent Tally Ho 
along. 

Tessa had a pair of powerful glasses, but her hands 
were shaking so that she could not hold them steady. 
Time seemed to be standing still . . . surely the Grand 
National had never been run so slowly before . . • here they 
came ; she gripped the glasses, and made out a struggling 
knot of three horses that you might have covered with a 
sheet, far ahead of the others, and then one — alone — ahead 
of the other two. 

This was the greatest moment of Blaise's life, the 
moment to which he had been looking forward for years, 
for which, as Tessa felt convinced, he had sacrificed his 
liberty — ^she had almost said his love ; and now, was he 
who had paid so much, to get his own back ? Excitement 
blinded her, even if his brilliant colours marked him out 
from the rest ; she fell back in her place, tingling, white 
to the lips, the woman nearest, who was her friend, stood 
so as to screen her from the rest. 

The three leaders now had the issue to themselves, 
though it appeared that, bar a fall. Tally Ho must win. 
And so it proved, for with Ukase blundering at the penul- 
timate fence, and Sunny Jim stopping fast, and swerving 
from distress, Blaise dropped his hands, and passed the 
post ten lengths in front of the hard-driven Sunny Jim, 



passed the judge. Nor did it abate wh 
horse up, and turning, made his way bi 
patting Tally Ho's neck encouragingly 
face there was an expression of cool 
trasted forcibly with the furious anger 
in Fierce Daly's eyes, as the latter wall 
to scale behind the winner. 

Tessa rose, and following Tony C 
box, went with the rest to congratulate B 
San should have been there, if but for 
to see the ovation received by her belove 
had never admired and loved Blaise i 
when he passed, guiding his horse betwei 
eager friends. 

Women always liked Blaise best w 
ride — ^the will-power, the clean lines 
serene, remorseless face — and certainly 
best in his racing colours ; there was nc 
only of triumph in this crowning joy o 
Tessa, he waved his hand to her— she ' 
loveliest near Blaise, now the joy in her : 
and made her a glorious thing — all wh 
that there was only one man in the worl 
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very mcKlcing, "quite in his old form;" and the speaker 
was Pierce Daly, who had just had the coveted Blue 
Riband snatched from him by a rank outsider. 

Tally Ho walked jauntily down the human lane towards 
the weighing-room, pricking his ears, and looking from side 
to side as though acknowledging the plaudits of the crowd. 
For, if the public had failed to back the winner, they were, 
nevertheless, delighted to cheer a great horse and a good 
man ; and the reception they gave to Sunny Jim and his 
jockey was no less demonstrative, for in this case hundreds 
of the crowd had backed their fancy for a place as well 
as to win, and there was solid consolation in the fact 
that he had run into a '' situation." Tally Ho stood like a 
lamb while Blaise jumped down, and unsaddled him out- 
side the weighing-room door; and as he walked inside, 
with his saddle and cloths over his arm, he was followed 
by shouts of "Well done, sir I " and " Bravo I " In a very 
few minutes the "all right" was shouted from within, and 
the news was received with another burst of shouting when 
it reached the ring, and many were the remarks flying from 
one bookie to another as they consulted their books, for 
many there were who had never written the winner's name ; 
while those who had, chaffed their clients as they paid 
them, and asked them if they'd dreamt the tip. 

When Blaise and the horse had disappeared, Tessa and 
Tony Cradock walked slowly away, talking eagerly. Tony 
Cradock was very pretty, very smart, very casual (even 
her virtue, which was real, seemed accidental), and not at 
all particular as to the morality of her friends ; in short, 
as bad a companion for Tessa as could be found, but, 
unfortunately, they took a liking to each other at first sight 
that developed into a closer friendship than Blaise approved 
of, or San guessed. 

Captain Cradock and Blaise had been in the Guards 
together ; done a good deal of fighting side by side ; left 
the regiment at about the same time, and if Uie one had 
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motor-car, with Tony Cradock as urba 
Blaise raced. 

Racing had, indeed, become the ex 
life, and race-meetings the happy hun 
she could show off her frocks and beat 
captives to her bow and spean Most 
the opportunities of being with Blaise tl 
at Beaujolais ; and if the world shrugg 
Blaise's cousin, with a note of interrogati 
protection was too powerful not to a& 
respect* 

Soon they were all hurrying to catd 
to town, and, as it was, Blaise came uj 
moment. The motor was waiting when 
he and Tessa only reached Beaujolais just i 
and dress for dinner. 

i 

i 

i 



CHAPTER II 
BEAUJOLAIS 

SAN was walking up and down the terrace, awaiting 
Blaise's telegram, and pausing now and then to turn 
and look at Beaujolais, that she loved — Beaujolais set in its 
miles of woods, over which spring, her breatfi half caught, 
had yet let escape a faint promise of green. The long grey 
facade, beautiful in its irregularity, was partly mirrored in 
the great lake that curved away in a glorious river — San 
would not have been human, when she first saw it all, not 
to have thrilled with pride at the thought that Blaise had 
chosen her out of the whole world to rule over it. 

For awhile duty was a word slipped from her vocabu- 
lary ; she abandoned herself to the sense of pleasure, warmed 
herself at it, the prospect of gardening on a huge scale was 
a joy to her, while to the management of Beaujolais itself, 
she brought the natural ability that had been turned to 
such various uses at the Cross-roads, and that did not fail 
her now. 

It did not take San long to discover that of the army 
of servants in the place there were, at least, twenty too 
many ; that the men who seemed to spend the whole of 
their time in arranging the tables of all shapes and sizes, 
with their service of silver, flowers, fruit, and so on, did not 
wait on their master and mistress at all ; they merely made 
ready for other men who, in turn expected to be served, 
and well served toa 

Under Blaise's bachelor rule every servant had practi- 
cally fixed his own wages, passed his work on to some one 
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liut San, who had a perfect horro 
ness, quickly changed all that. Sh 
by the dozen ; the lazy, insolent bul 
another ; the chef succeeded by a fir: 
garden produce was eaten or sold, inst 
ground because the gardeners were t 
and the expenses of the place reduce 
half of the former amount, though 
entertained three lai^e shooting-part 
balls during the autumn and winter. 

It was astounding what San got thi 
process of never stopping; her capa 
enormous — if genius is the infinite capac 
then she had it For a time, Beaujolais ai 
engrossed her ; she was thorough in a 
must get the grip of things or perish. S 
crept in ; besides wanton waste, there h 
of precious things — it took San weeks 
heirlooms, and make good the ine^ 
them. It was incredible to her that tl 
such a home, such a place, such ance 
whole soul on one tawdry race ; yet ev 
in her grew that she must be a wort 
dicmitieit fViA Kr 
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Blaise — ^the average man is always surprised if there is 
anything more in a woman than what her ancestors have 
labelled her with — and yet he knew that 

•* The spirit of youth 
That means to be of note^ begins betimes,'' 

and he recognized at once that amazing ability of the Cres- 
wells on which Lady Sophy had so insisted. 

When a man takes at haphazard a wife, as Blaise did, 
he has many surprises ; he did not deserve them perhaps, 
but all his were pleasant ones (so were hers, with one 
exception) ; both improved on acquaintance, were clean and 
wholesome to live with, singularly alike in their almost 
Spartan habits of simplicity, and early hours, and activity. 

" Oh, go to Troakes I " Blaise had been in the habit of 
saying when approached on business or household matters ; 
and luckily, Troakes was an honest man, or Blaise must 
have suffered pretty severely in fortune. But now Blaise 
always said, " Go to your mistress " — he even sent Troakes 
himself, who, for all his careful stewardship out-of-doors, 
had not been able to deal with the indoor extravagance, as 
Blaise nominally took control of the household. 

When Mr. Troakes, hitherto administrator, in Blaise's 
stead, of Blaise's vast estate, was requested to wait on 
Mrs. Blundell, he smiled and went ; but before the round- 
faced, girlish mistress of Beaujolais had done with him, he 
had undergone many changes of physiognomy, his counte- 
nance at last set fair in admiration for her capacity. 

After that, he and San worked well together as cordial 
coadjutors, and many matters waiting to be decided by 
Blaise, some of which had lagged for years, were quickly 
decided by San, to the unmense satisfaction of the tenants, 
and the ultimate good of the whole estate that demanded 
a head, as well as an agent 

If truth were told, the servants were glad to have a 
head— all communities secretly like one» The tyranny 
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of the one is better in the end than the encroachments of 
the many ; and here was a sensible young mistress who 
knew something practical about gardening, as of household 
management, and she was so emphatically (thus will ser-fl 
van ts talk of their superiors, stripped of all circumlocution) a 
good sort, who had so evidently been used to the best of 
everything, all her life. About the " quality " there is no 
mistake— it all came quite naturally to San, — as naturally as 
grooming her own horse, and digging in the kitchen garden 
had been to her when money had made to itself wings, and 
servants flown with them— she was merely resuming a cast- 
off robe, as Blaise realized on that first night of her arrival 
there, when she faced him at dinner. I 

Blaise giving her carte blanche to act for him, she very 
speedily got, not only indoor but outdoor expenditure into 
her hands — Mr. Troakes thought she worked too hard for fl 
a mere girl, though her talent for administration was 
extraordinary. Yet she always found time to get in a 
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So while San hunted at home, making as many friends 
in the hunting-field as out of it, Blaise raced abroad, and 
they did not clash in the least As she turned in her walk^ 
she was thinking of a rousing run they had had the day 
before — it was a good hunting country, but she preferred 
Somersetshire. Sometimes a great longing would come 
over her for the homely friends, the pack, the informal way- 
side meet, Luke Randall's kind eyes, the feel of Tally Ho 
under her, for Zenobia — especially Zenobia, and the old 
careless, noisy life at home, Polly, Teufel, and the rest of 
them. Even in the Beaujolais grounds she thought 
tenderly of her own dug and sown Cross-roads ; in fancy, 
peeped in and noted how they did — it was selfish of Luke 
Randall to go abroad when he was so badly wanted there. 

She still found gardening her chief delight — the plan- 
ning out of rare combination of colours and flowers, the 
cultivation of certain nooks in the vast grounds — there was 
always something to interest her out-of-doors, something 
going on. The only place she never visited was Blaise's 
racing-stable, a mile away, where so many satin-skinned 
beauties were luxuriously housed, but where Tally Ho, 
? las 1 was not 

As San paced to and fro in the sharp March sunshine, 
the one drop of bitter in her cup — ^the racing of Tally Ho 
by Blaise — might have spoiled for her the day, the scene, 
her thoughts, but that she had suffered so sharply over the 
business, that she could not suffer any more. 

Shortly after their marriage, Blaise had asked San's 
permission to ride the horse, and she had consented readily, 
knowing the difficulty he had in getting one up to his 
normal weight ; but when in the autumn, unknown to her, 
he entered Tally Ho for some insignificant race in the 
adjoining county, San, for the first time in her life, went 
into a blind passion of rage that frightened herself even 
more than Blaise. 

" You can't run him without a pedigree," she said, when 
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her anger, her sense of shame even, in Blaise had had its 
way, and all her secret faith, her admiration for him, lay in 
the dust 

*' Tally Ho will be run with 'pedigree unknown/ " said 
Blaise, 

He kept a cool, even a stern front, but inwardly 
flinched at the dirty task he had set himself After all, she 
was only a dear little girl, who had worked almost her 
heart out for those nearest to her, and to whom it had 
been sweet (as she thought) to be loved ; and she was 
worthy of love, as he already knew — much more than he 
had to give. 

**It would be beastly shabby" she cried, not knowing 
that she was fighting as much for her ideals as for Tally 
Ho, for her love for Blaise, as her loyalty to the dead man 
who had confided the horse in trust to hen 

*' Why shabby ? " said Blaise. " Blagow says there is 
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horse any longer, I don't want to see him again ; keep 
him somewhere away from Beaujolais, and Blagow as 
well." 

His obsession blinded him to the heart-break in her 
voice, as he drew a deep breath, almost a gasp of relief, 
by her own act she had removed an almost superhuman 
difficulty, the hiding from her the faking of Tally Ho's one 
white stocking. 

*' It is doing an injustice to such a horse as that to let 
him rust out his life as a hunter," he said. 

" A life that he was happy in ; that made me happy," 
said San ; and long before Tally Ho was taken to his racing- 
stable at Newmarket in February, San had bidden him 
her real good-bye — going to him early on the morning 
after her conversation with Blaise while the house slept, a 
rueful if comic thought of the "Arab's Farewell to his Steed " 
(most poems about horses were known to her), running 
through her mind. 

But she did not say, " My beautiful, my beautiful I *' 
Instead, the tears had poured down on Tally Ho's sensitive 
nostrils, as he snuggled his head into her shoulder; this 
parting hurt her as if it were from her own flesh and blood, 
and Tally Ho seemed to know it — these two had been 
intimates for a long while now, and understood each other 
very well — ^the one would miss the other, long for pleasures 
shared, now to be denied to them, and they were to be 
parted to gratify one man's greed and vanity. That was 
San's real good-bye to her horse, though she rode and saw 
him more than once after that 

His headquarters now were Newmarket. Blagow was 
still his groom — Blagow who had married Clara, and owned 
one of the neatest little houses, as he did the smartest 
wife in the town, where he was much better known than 
Tally Ho. The horse had been kept so dark as to be 
practically unknown, that he might burst later upon the 
startled racing world as the winner of the Grand National j^fl 
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the obscure couoty meetings at which Blaise ran him 
having attracted no attention whatever, 

Blaise thought San was taking it remarkably well, and 
if by the law of compensation that rules the world, Blaise 
got the horse, and lost San (at least for the time being), 
the grit, the Spartan training of the past years, stood her 
in good stead now, and no one would have guessed the 
silent contempt in which she held the proud cold master 
of Beaujolais, m 

While doing justice to his really good qualities — for if^ 
San were the true metal» so in all respects but one was 
Blaise — he had yet wounded her in her tenderest spot ; and 
her deep, silent anger at what she regarded as the fraud 
practised on her and the dead giver of Tally Ho was never 
quenched* Her shy, tentative wooing together with the 
little half-tender, half-jesting concessions she was prepared 
to yield to the vanity that she pitied, were abandoned ; 
San was thenceforth the oracticaL caoable house-mistress, -^s 
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she came. If Tessa liked to run around with Blaise to 
race-meetings, with the Cradock woman as chaperon, why 
let her — San did not mind — her hours and Tessa's 
were so different, that except at meal-times, they often 
did not meet all day — ^the one would have broken the 
back of a hard morning's work before Tessa had drunk 
her first cup of tea. The cousins' walks to and from what 
was practically a little village devoted to horses, trainers, 
grooms, and their wives — all the following that attends 
racing-stables conducted on a princely scale — were natural 
enough, but San never went there herself. It was true that 
she took no interest in them, but also San found the home 
stables quite as much as she could manage, or had time 
for — certainly she did her duty by them, for her cattle 
was perfect, and she was reckoned the finest whip in the 
county. When people blamed San for not accompanying 
Blaise oftener abroad, they little knew what an intense 
rest and relief it was to him to come home to Beaujolais 
and not hear one word about horses save in their relation 
to hunting — but she knew it ; there was a blessed gift of 
humour, a most unromantic shrewdness in San that made 
her hit the bull's-eye, while other folks circumnavigated 
the target 

Never was a man less overrun by relations-in-law than 
Blaise. Proud Zenobia would not come to Beaujolais; 
she could not see herself as Blaise's- mother-in-law, or 
make up her mind to emerge from the isolation to which 
she had retired— San must come to her. It was not easy 
for San to leave home, but at longer or shorter intervals, 
she would steal away, and be back again almost before her 
household realized she was gone, and she would drop into 
her old place at table, and plant and sow her garden, 
watching jealously for the fruits of former labours ; on 
occasion would snatch a day's hunting, and be greeted 
with a roar of welcome, when she appeared with Baby, 
but it w^ not th^ saiq^ wjtl^out Tally Ha 



ii46 



TALLY HO! 



Somehow it all seemed different to San, with Luke 
absent from Yarrocks, Sophy from Greenditches, Dian^ from 
the Boot-Hole— for Diana was married. It was the summer 
that did it — no hunting for some months, and the bore of 
answering: love-letters— Diana suddenly got tired of it all, 
so one morning — ^not that they wanted to deceive any one, 
but they both hated a fuss — quite casuallyi she and an 
awfully nice boy with loads of money, and heir to a 
peerage^ rode across to a registry office a few miles away, 
got married, then went home and told Zenobia. Presently 
Diana changed her habit for a tailor-made gown, and the 
young couple ran up to the Savoy Hotel for a day or so ; 
then down to his country house, leaving three days later 
for West Africa with George Creswell and Luke Randall, 
the latter going ostensibly to shoot big game* 

San began to grow impatient Tally Ho must have 
lost or won the race by now, she wished that the wire 
would come. She had a lot of guests staying in the house ; 
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with Blaise — ^that was before his treachery about Tally Ho 
— and, in spite of herself, enjoyed it thoroughly. 

The salver was within reach now. She stretched out 
her hand, and took the telegram. 

" Tally Ho won easily. Hurrah. Home to dinner at 
8.30." 

"There is no answer/' she said to the man, and, when 
he was gone, grinned to herself at that hurrah. 

"After all, he is only a great baby," she thought — "a 
baby who has cried all his short life for some particular 
toy and got it, and I shouldn't wonder if dear Tally Ho is 
pleased too." 

But the sight she conjured up — ^the roaring crowd, the 
acclamations, the triumphal progress of the horse and his 
rider — could not make up to her for the wrong done alike 
to her and Tally Ho, by Blaise. Her love for the horse 
was so real, so deep — the one sentimental touch in an 
unsentimental nature — ^that she never ceased to long for 
the time when Blaise, sated with conquest, would say to 
her, " I will not race him again," and he would be her own 
once more, to hunt here as she had done in Somersetshire, 
giving an edge to her enjoyment that no other horse could. 

Yet as she tiu-ned to go into the house, suddenly it 
struck her that last year this time, or a little earlier, she had 
been sowing sweet peas, and all her dead hopes with them, 
how much happier she was now than then, even if in some 
things her hopes had fallen short i 



CHAPTER III 



THE STORTSWOMAN 



BLAISE/' said San, from the other end of the long 
table ; and Blaise started. U 



"Sandra? "he said. 

She had never got used to being called anything but 
San, and it put her off a little. 

'^I propose that we all drink a health in honour of 
Tally Ho's success to-day 1 ** 

*' What a sportswoman 1 " muttered Blaise, as San stood 
up straight, champagne-glass in hand, and in rousing style 
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moment of his life, was he happy ? did he thrill with that 
intoxication of success, with the triumph of beating Pierce 
Daly at last, to which he had so passionately looked forward 
that he had expected ? No ; for he knew that his success 
was founded on a lie. If his obsession had blinded him 
to the tremendous risks he ran, he saw them clearly enough 
now — marvelled at the courage that had made him take 
that blind leap into what might have been shame, dis- 
honour, that only by a miracle he had escaped, if indeed 
he had escaped it. The chief pleasure he felt at that 
moment was because San was there, sitting at the other 
end of the table — ^something strong, protective, for all her 
girlish looks and figure. 

San had improved on acquaintance, as all true metal 
does with time ; and he had come to rely on her sterling 
qualities, her sound judgment — he had spent more time at 
Beaujolais during the past six months than during the 
previous ten years ; it was, in a way, sanctuary to him. 

Blaise could go off to his race-meetings, stay away as 
long as he pleased, knowing that his substance was not 
wasted, that order reigned in his home. As he looked 
at the company, he knew there was not a woman present 
but stood for formidable forces of society; women who 
neither knew nor visited doubtful people, to whom wealth 
per se was nothing, character everything. Blaise had 
quickly found that in the county, and wherever she went, 
San was a success with the right people— sportswomen and 
straight women ; not (for Blaise was a keen observer) the 
Tony Chetwynds and others of that ilk, who attracted 
Tessa so unerringly. 

San had behaved splendidly to-night, and he admired 
her as he had never thought he could — the little girl 
hunched up on the big horse, her every charm hidden ruth- 
lessly away. If one has been bred in a certain way, it is 
never difficult to go back to it ; and San went with a 
bound. She had done the other from sheer grit ; now ahe 
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had a dtflferent line of duties she did those equally well : 
did not look in the least out of place in the splendid root%j 
with its pillars of porphyiy, its walls of glowing picture^V 
and ceiling of embossed leather in squares ; its long, carved 
buffet extending the length of one end of the room, on 
which %vere gold tazze and salvers, splendid, barbaric — 
the room that Tessa secretly called hsr room, and wher^l 
her tawny and scarlet tints told. 

As Blaise glanced down the long table — the party wa 
comparatively small, or they would have been dining 
groups at smaller ones — it suddenly struck him how good ' 
the conjunction of gold plate and pink flowers was; the 
great gold candelabra with their dozen pink-shaded wax^fl 
lights apiece, the quaint gold coffer in the centre, flanked 
by tall stands on which were peaches and nectarines \ the 
fruit-dishes and stands ; the narrow gold vases full of pinkfl 
flowers, that seemed to march like a lovely regiment up 
the sides — it was the first time he had ever seen a table 
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bucolic, as she contemptuously called him, though, with San, 
he found plenty to say, declaring she knew more about 
horses than any man of them all. It was a relief to her 
when San gave the signal, and the dozen or so of women 
filed out, and into the Fainted Drawing-Room, which was 
Tessa's special abomination. 

'^ I'd tear all these old rags down, and make it all gold 
and scarlet, if I could," she thought, for the effect was of a 
dim, cool woodland, the ceiling overhead painted with 
pastoral scenes. No one but Tessa could deny their en- 
chantment, their distance, the way they transported you to 
another, if very real world, the world of love attended by 
leisure in which to enjoy it It was the colouring of the 
rooms that annoyed Tessa — ^the Rose Tapestry room 
was also emphatically San's — and exactly suited her 
complexion, the touch of rose in the shepherds' and 
shepherdesses' faces, matched that in her own cheeks, 
but did not suit the Italian at all. 

Tessa unceremoniously took herself off to her own 
rooms, meaning to return when the men left the dining- 
room, and passed down a long corridor that led into others 
with glass cases set under the pictures on the walls, filled 
with ancient curios, and all sorts of rare treasures that the 
Blundells for many hundreds of years had been collecting. 
It was the treasures of Beaujolais, the jewels (that San 
seldom wore), the pictures, the gold and silver, the heir* 
looms, that attracted Tessa, and that she keenly envied 
San ; it was the woods, and the outdoor beauty that 
delighted Blaise's wife — a fact which Blaise had silently 
noted. He remembered what Lady Sophy had said — that 
money was nothing, and less than nothing, to San — and 
realized that San would have loved him just as much had 
he been poor ; that it was the man she had married, not 
Beaujolais. To San's modest suite of rooms, adjoining his, 
(her own sanctum was very simple, modelled as closely as 
pos^ible^ though of course on a much larger scaler on 
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her den at the Cross-roads), he always went with pleasure, 
the "Man from Snowy KJver" would orten h'e open on 
her table, the foxs' iBasks, the sporting pictures, all were 
there, though the roof was not arched and covered with 
pictures, much to San's regret, and the great bureau in the 
corner bespoke business ; many hours in the week did San 
and ^r. Troakes sit at it, as Blaise well knew* When he 
and she were alone, they breakfasted always in that wing — 
service and food were simplicity itself, and Blaise's share 
probably a patent biscuit and half a cup of coflFce ; often it 
reminded San of Kleine Kirsch. 

San rarely went to Tessa's rooms. The girl was welcome 
to a corner in that vast place, where a dozen families 
might have lived, each in its superb sulte^ and never met 
from one year's end to the other, unless accidentally in a 
corridor, or the endless grounds, and she was entirely her 
own mistress. There were no half- measures about San ; 
when she did a tiling, she did it royally and well — the girl 
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over the 'phone, miss), but another horse somebody stole, 
or did something or other to." 

Tessa, who had been lying on a sofa, sat up, and her 
eyes gleamed. 

" What was the name of the horse ? " she demanded. 

" Ghost, miss, or something like that." 

" Do you mean Phantom ? " said Tessa, knitting her 
brows in the effort to remember something. 

Yes, that was the name of the horse Blaise had wanted to 
buy three years ago ; it was as an instance of his extrava- 
gance that Lady Sophy had spoken of it to Tessa, how he 
had offered ten thousand pounds to Matthew Hale for it, 
uselessly. Tessa also knew the story of the mysterious 
gift made to San, and its conditions ; but the public did 
not know of this, only a little ring of friends . . . her 
cunning brain began to work rapidly ; if there were a 
secret behind all this, it would give her a hold on Blaise 
. . . but, whatever it was, San did not know it 

'' Tim Malony is a spiteful gossip to repeat such scandal 
in the servants' hall, and you are quite as bad for listening 
to it," she said. "If I hear any more of it, I shall tell 
Major Blundell, and the man will be sent about his 
business. It's all spite on Malony's part, because he 
is jealous of Tally Ho's being a better horse than Mad 
Mike, and beating him, first at Mersham and now at 
Liverpool." 

Cherry flounced. She was happy enough, luxuriously 
lodged as she was at Beaujolais, with Tim Malony at the 
racing-stables only a mile away — ^they met often, were 
perfectly agreed to abuse, she, her mistress, he, his master, 
now that he and Mad Mike were superseded by those rank 
outsiders, Blagow and Tally Ho. 

"Well, Miss Tessa, Mr. Wilkins and Mr. Malony has 
been great friends long before Mr. Blagow appeared, and, 
of course, they stick together. Mr. Blagow turned up his 
nose first at Mr. Wilkins, and then at Mn Malony, 
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made them both angry* For what was he but a stable^ 
help in the country, after all ? " ■ 

Tessa listened attentively. From the servants' halt 
and racing-stables' jealousies, there might be gleaned some- 
thing of importance. ■ 

*' The next time Malony runs over to see you, let me 
know," she said. '* I want to ask him if he has anything 
over at the stables that I can ride. And see if the gentle- 
men have come out of the dining-room/* 

Cherry took herself off, grumbling, for Beaujolais was a 
place in which strangers perpetually lost themselves^ and it 
would take the maid a good five minutes to go and return 
with the information desired. Left alone, Tessa thought 
to some purpose, a thousand trifles in corroboration of 
what Cherry had said rushing through her mind — if this 
were true> what others suspected — and that she caught 
her breath to think of — then Blaise was a scoundrel, and 
worse — his brutalitv in marrvinff San solelv to pet oos-la 
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herself with a shrug, as she traversed many corridors on 
her way to the delectable society of Tim Malony, *' If he 
only knew what her temper is, he would put up with his 
honest, but dowdy little wife 1 " 

Left alone, Tessa hurled her novel to the other end 
of the room, and sat up straight, thinking to some purpose. 
When Nature withholds brains, she endows with cunning 
and tenacity of resolve — the petty mind is one-idea'd, 
and more successful in following up a clue than the greater 
one, that, in its grasp of big things, suffers the little to 
escape it. Bit by bit, with many false starts and read- 
justments, Tessa put partly together — ^though some of the 
most important pieces of it were missing— the puzzle that 
had exercised her mind so long: it was for Phantom^ 
not Tally Ho, Blaise had given to San in exchange, 
Beaujolais. 

A tap came at the door, and San entered. She looked 
more girlish than her twenty years warranted, oddly happy, 
and remarkably pretty. That was the first thing that 
struck jealous Tessa, lying low on her white pillows, while 
the impression that Tessa produced on San was the same 
as the one on the Princess, that no man could look on any- 
thing so round, and lovely, and young without wanting to 
gobble it up. 

" I was afraid you were tired," she said, sitting down on 
the end of the bed. "You have had a tremendous 
day." 

"Yes, it has been tiring," said Tessa; "but Tally Ho 
was splendid," she added. " I believe he enjoyed himself 
as thoroughly as Blaise." 

San nodded. It was only with Blaise that her tongue 
refused to discuss Tally Ho's beauties. 

" He did when I raced him at Mersham," she said, and 
paused ; " and I must say I enjoyed it too." 

" They were talking about it on the course to-day," 
said Tessa, calmly, though her heart beat fast, "of tib& 
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extraordinary reseniblarice Tally Ho bears to a horse once 
belonging to Matthew Hale/* 

^' The funny old man I met dining at Cherry OrcJiard ? " 
said San. But she spoke absently ; her thoughts were 
evidently far away. 

Tessa's pulses leaped. How clear the puttie was grow- 
ing I but, if so clear to her, why not to others i An unesc* 
pected interruption came, a summons from Blaise, delivered 
by San's maid, a quiet, middle-aged woman, who said 
respectfully (Tessa noted the difference between hers and 
Cherry's manners) — 

"Master says, would you be pleased to come to hif; 
study?" 

Tessa, left alone, rolled over on her face, and almost 
bit her pillow through in a paroxysm of jealousy, and 
rage, and agony. Was San becoming more to Blaise tiian 
her horse ? 

For that night at least — yes — the eternal child that is at 
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CHAPTER IV 
TWO TRAITORS 

TIM MALONY came over next morning, at Miss 
Tollemache's request, bitter as gall, and looking as 
only an Irishman can look on occasion, wondering, too, 
what her game was. He and Mad Mike had been ousted, 
cast down from their high estate, by an unknown horse, and 
a stable-help from the country, and he burned for revenge. 
With such a horse and income (at which he guessed pretty 
shrewdly) as Blagow now had at Newmarket, Tim could 
have married his Cherry, and had as rattling good a time 
as Blagow and his stuck-up Mrs. Clara were having, 
without in the least deserving it 

With the keen instinct of men of his class, he smelt 
mischief; suspected some reason out of sight for Blagow's 
rapid advancement, and the isolation of the horse at New- 
market, when his proper place should have been here in 
the Beaujolais racing-stables. He was all a-snarl for a 
bone to pick, to fight over ; and it was with a surly touch 
to his forehead that he responded to Tessa's good morn- 
ing, when ushered into her boudoir. He had no particular 
affection for the young lady» though as regards looks, he 
considered her a morsel fit for a king, let alone his master. 
Reminding her that she should have sent (oi^ the stud- 
groom of the home stables, not himself, he told her of the 
resources of the latter as far as he knew them ; while 
Tessa, affecting to listen, measured him shrewdly, seeing 
that here was just such an instrument to her hand as she 
wanted. Presently she made some casual mention 
s 257 
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take it for granted all this is between ourselves, it's Blagow's 
doing. He always was a dirty, low feller" — ^Tim spoke 
with gusto— ''lifted out of his proper sphere; and 'set a 
b^^ar on horseback, and he'll ride to the devil' You'll 
notice, miss, it says most particularly ' horse^ not motor 
or train— when people about 'osses are bad, they are very 
bad indeed" 

If he had known it, before very long, Blagow would 
wish himself back in the Cross-roads stables — Clara in 
the house beyond — for if his wage were little, sound 
slumber was his, and a conscience that never troubled 
him. Now, though Clara kept much to herself and her own 
delightful home, he was to dread every chance word she 
heard ; for Fierce Daly meant mischief; and Blaise's ruin 
meant Blagow's — no money could compensate for the 
fraud he had helped his master to commit — ^if found out. 

•* But then," continued Tim, ** Tally Ho, he's got four 
brown legs that match; while Phantom had one white 
stocking." 

Tessa turned abruptly away, her heart pounding like 
mad. Often she had seen San ride the horse in Somerset- 
shire, and he had one white stocking • • . and now he had 
not. • • . 

" Of course, it is a mere chance resemblance," she said, 
turning round. Her voice was a little harsh— Tessa's voice 
was never her strong point ^ I heard them speaking of it 
at Liverpool yesterday. Blagow is devoted to Mrs. Blundell, 
and would never dare to practise any trick on her. Besides, 
the white stocking disposes finally of the whole idea." 

Tim grinned malevolently. ** 'Osses have their toilet- 
saloons, and hair-dressers^ just like the ladies, miss '' 

But she cut him short by taking a sovereign from a 
little pile near, and telling him she would have a look 
round the home stables (though she had not the slightest 
intention of riding one of San's horses, for Tessa was 
^ timid horsewoman), and Tim Malony went away ioi^. 
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and if some winked^ and talked ingenuously of " faking," 
the innuendo was disregarded, and very soon master and 
man, living with eyes and ears open to every rumour, every 
whisper of scandal afloat, breathed freely, believing, like 
Abishag, the actual moment of danger to be past. 

But one man — and that Blaise's beaten rival — ^was under 
no delusions. The instinct that is surer than knowledge, 
told him that Tally Ho was Phantom's self, and he swore 
a savage oath that, no matter how long it took, or, at what 
cost, he would establish the horse's true identity, and 
publicly expose one of the most daring and gigantic hoaxes 
in horseflesh of modem times. He took none of the racing 
fraternity into his confidence, but employed detectives to 
find out at what date Phantom disappeared, when Tally 
Ho turned up in Somersetshire ; then set to work to ascer- 
tain what men had been employed in Matthew Dale's 
racing-stables in Phantom's time ; and though they were 
all, of course, scattered, most of them were traced, though 
when carefully sounded not one of them had any recol- 
lection of a groom called Blagow. If he had been there, it 
must have been in some subordinate capacity, and three 
years had so completely altered the raw lad that not one 
of those surreptitiously given a peep of the smart, well-set- 
up custodian of Tally Ho could swear to him. 

Humanly speaking, the substitution was impossible to 
prove, as only two people aUve knew the truth ; and of 
these two, neither was likely to blab it to a woman — ^the 
usual cause of the revealing of secrets. The " faking " was 
done by Blagow himself, and defied all tests of water and 
acids —even if by some ruse an expert got into the stable 
he could find out nothing. The horse was as carefully 
guarded as the infant heir to a throne, and interference 
with him rendered next to impossible. 

Prudence ui^ed Blaise to pull up now, not to race the 
horse again, but send him to the stables at Beaujolais, 
where San longed for him to be, and let her have 1Mn|^^^ 
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CHAPTER V 

CHAPEL STREET WEST 

" "D LAISE persuaded me to come up," said San, " But 
XJ now that I find you are back, I'm jolly glad 
I did." 

"You look awfully well," said Lady Sophy. 

But San moved a little restlessly under her friend's 
eyes. That is the penalty we pay for being loved — that 
we know we are being read through and through, and 
something proud and fierce rebels against that glass pane 
in our hearts through which eyes, however loving, peer, till 
we wickedly long for the enemy's eyes that pass us by . . . 
proud San could not bear that any one should know of 
the romance springing in her young, unromantic breast 

For awhile they talked of Famaby, and his illness, of 
the Cross-roads — it was mostly question and answer for 
a considerable time. 

" Is Tessa with you ? " inquired Lady Sophy, presently. 

''No, in Hans Place with Mrs. Cradock. We only 
came up yesterday, and of course she doesn't know you 
are here." 

** Tessa always took up with the wrong people/' said 
Lady Sophy. '*Well, my dear, I thought you'd have 
married her off by now " 

But she really was uneasy. She had heard abroad 
more than rumours about Blaise's appearances here, there, 
and everywhere with the lovely lady who certainly was 
not his wife, and she had thought it was so exactly like a 
man (even selfish Blaise) — ^the pretty dolly to take abroad, 
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the prudent wife at home to guard and admiEtster his 
substance— that was what most men wanted, and all wise 
men got, by hook or by crook. 

'* Oh t she is very happy as she is/* said Sao. 

Lady Sophy looked at her oddly, 

San had played her cards magnificently so far, making 
not a single mistake, and while, of course, the character of 
the one girl had unfolded itself to Blaise, so had the other ; 
but if San made a slip, Tessa would wire in. < , . Lady 
Sophy knew men, and would not bet even on Blaise. A 
man i^dll be a man on provocation. . . • did not Bulwer 
Lytton say that a man loves to repose himself on some 
wild, warm error ? Sophy hoped that if chilly Blaise bad 
felt that longing, Tessa had not been handy, 

*'My dear" she said, "were you wise to practically 
adopt Tessa? Married people should have their homes 
to themselves." 

** Oh, there's heaps of room for her at Beaujolais," said 
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« Nothing but leaves— the spirit grieves 
Over a wasted life I ** 

and he had to make two journeys round her back before 
he could get it all into his eye I " 

San roared. " But she is quite right, you know, about 
poor Sir George — not the respectability, of course; but you 
are an awful brute to him." 

'* I had to appeal to him — ^after Kleine Kirsch," [said 
Sophy, wiping away a tear, " I said : * George, you know 
how Jiappy we are together, counting the hours till we see 
each other, and you want to spoil it all— ^all, and make us 
both miserable.' We compromised as usual, and he's 
coming up for a whole fortnight in June — he stipulated 
for The Hummums, if you please I But it was an awfully 
close shave," she added. '' Fancy if I had consented to be 
tucked up, my dear, tucked up, and tucked in to disillusion 
and sorrow, to sinks and coal-holes, and kitchen boilers, 
and all that one associates with poverty, and butchers' bills 
and worries, that would have made an old woman of me in 
three months, and sent George's wicked blue eyes roaming 
elsewhere I It is on record that once, when George had to 
go and comfort a widow, all he could think of was to put 
his arm round her waist, and kiss her." 

" Well ? " said San, with dancing eyes. 

" That's all. His heart is so full of love, that if we 
were married, he is bound to kiss all the women he has to 
comfort — and where do / come in ? He can kiss them 
all now, and keep his heart full of love for me. My dear, 
I know the men, and there's not one you can trust out of 
your sight, and very few within it" 

San said nothing. But there is a freemasonry between 
straight people as between crooked ones, and at that 
time she was as sure of Blaise's fidelity as of her 
own. 

Sophy put away her handkerchief, and changed the 
conversation briskly. 
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but she did not finish the sentence, sa^ 

She had taken off her hat — in he 
great content — she was at once prettiei 
than she had been at the Cross-roads. 

Lady Soph/s heart expanded; I 
asked herself why events are perpetua 
as nothing that we pn^pnosticate ev 
things were all right at Beaujolais, scan< 

** By the way," she said, " somebod] 
rat Fierce Daly admires Tessa. The it 
For whatever her faults, she's lovely, 
baby with a neatly put in eyebrow, wit 
a lot of burnt cork, and a world of w< 
when she grows up— and Tessa's bro 
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but this public appearance of San on a race-course with 
Blaise — ^what did it mean ? It looked as if he were by no 
means so sure of his position as she supposed, and he 
wanted San's help. 

Lady Sophy's heart sank — ^was there something in the 
sinister rumour after all 7 Following on the base treachery 
of marrying San to get possession of the horse, then out- 
raging her feelings and principles by racing him, was 
Blaise to bring her as a sportswoman to such base uses — 
degrade even her genuine qualities of sincerity in word and 
deed, her honest eyes and girlish face, to the proving that 
it was impossible for her to be an accomplice in so base 
a fraud ? 

No — it was impossible — she would not even think itj^ 
and with resolute cheerfulness she turned to conversation 
about Zenobia, the Cross-roads, Beaujolais, the neighbours, 
and kindred matters. 

San in her turn wished to know if Lady Sophy meant to 
go down to Greenditches for the remainder of the hunting 
— but Sophy had decided not to do so, though when San 
begged her to come to Beaujolais, she had so many reasons 
why it was quite impossible, that San stared — not knowing 
that Blaise's bread would choke Sophy. 

** Tm glad to be home " — she glanced round the room, 
that made one happy without knowing why, with its dull, 
pink silk hangings, the orange satin of the couch on which 
they were sitting; the flowers, the odds and ends that 
seemed to compose a pool of golden light, to catch every 
stray sunbeam that entered. 

*' It's a downright nest of comfort," said San. ** By 
the way, have }rou got over Kleine Kirsch yet?" she 
added, laughing. 

** San, it took me thirty days' agony in the wilderness 
to get off five pounds of avoirdupois— ^/fz/^ pounds — and in 
revenge I've been replacing them with additions ever since. 
My knees still wobble when I pass cook and sausage shops, 
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and I look round for an invisible policeman when I 
anything good ! But starting those exercises was a good 
thing for you. You keep them up, don't you ? " _ 

She nodded^ " I don't think Blaise notices/' she said, f 
She had long ago realized that men are funny creatures, 
and often give their best affections where there is no beauty 
at all ; only something that they are at home with, and 
that does them good. ^ 

" When do you go back ? " " 

'* Late on the day after to-morrow. But we are coming 
up in June for a month. I wouldn't miss my military 
tournament for worlds ; I love it — the good riding, the 
horses ; and don't they just love showing off I If you should 
hear of a house to suit us — I can't stand the hotel life/* ■ 
" It*s almost as bad as the club one," said Lady Sophy, ■ 
" I know women who, ravaged by servantSj try the club 
Elysian fields ; and " — she threw out her hands — *' there's no 
reason why women in the lump should give you that im- _ 
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San laughed heartily. 

'' Now, at home, one is sure of a comfortable chair, a 
good firt— peace — the inestimable privilege of sitting quietly 
with one's own self, and making one's better acquaintance, 
or one can read a congenial writer's thoughts and enjoy 
'em ; and there are fifty things we can do to beautify our 
houses — putting all our brains into the home instead of 
scattering the little we have outside it Ton my word, 
San, when I come upon a crowd of women, all powdering 
their noses, washing their hands, and talking all at the 
same time, I realize how cAeap we can be, and don't wonder 
men find us so. The men you meet at these clubs have 
an insufferable ' I am a pair of breeches ' air that makes 
one long to Ait them — you see our own men are men. 
I long to see Luke Randall again." 

At that moment the door opened, and Luke walked 
into the room. 



CHAPTER V 
"FOR THE MUTUAL 

SAN screamed for joy, and ran tc 
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sorrow ? Famaby was always a poor thing, and not mine 
own, but when I ui^ed on him the necessity for my retunii 
he just laid himself out in that beautiful, eng^ng way 
invalids have, and held on to my paw; so what was I 
to do?" 

Luke laughed. "And how is Tessa?" he inquired of 
San, with some hesitation — Lady Sophy having left then 
to answer a telegram. 

'' 1 She and Blaise are great pals ; they do all the 
race-meetings, and talk a lot of rot I don't understand. I 
think he finds it rather a rest to come and talk to me about 
gardening." 

San coloured as she said it ; but very happily. Luke 
saw at once that she was as ignorant of the world's accept- 
ance of Tessa as Blaise's mistress, as she was of the strong 
undercurrent of opinion, each day gaining ground, that 
Blaise had substituted one horse for another, and fraudu- 
lently won the Grand National Luke had heard it 
whispered at his club that morning, and though of 
course every one knew Pierce Daly for the mud-thrower, 
some mud stuck. 

When Sophy came back, for awhile they talked of the 
shooting expedition, at least San did — a good sportsman 
is never keen on reporting himself— Zenobia and all at the 
Cross-roads were inquired for. Tea had long ago been 
brought, but Luke still lingered, hating the moment when 
he should have to go away — it was the first time for many 
months that he realized what the feeling of being at home 
was. 

San, of course^ invited him to Beaujolais, but his 
excuses were profuse^ involved, and obscure, especially as 
he was not going back to Yarrocks just then. He said he 
simply could not face it without San at the Cross-roads, 
and Lady Sophy at Greenditches, but.that he was invited 
to stay with a man he knew at a place not far from her, 
and he would certainly come over one afternoon to call, at 
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have answered for himself. She was of the type that 
rouses in men that turbulent exaggeration of mind which 
gave rise to a memorable and disputed saying, '' If thou 
stood'st on a precipice with thy mistress, hast thou ever 
felt the desire to plunge with her into the abyss ? If so, 
thou hast loved ; " and he could quite imagine a man thus 
plunging with Tessa. Moreover, when San knew the 
whole story of the deception practised with Tally Ho, for 
the time at least she must hate and repudiate Blaise, 
then Tessa would catch him on the rebound, and all that 
she had waited and schemed for, be hers. Yet he knew 
that the strength of a temptation to one man, cannot be 
gauged by another; had Blaise been merely brutal, he 
would have married San, then raced the horse in its own 
name after — perhaps it was consideration for her, that she 
might not know herself a necessary adjunct to what he 
wanted, that had started him on his downward career of 
fraud. 

"Luke," said Sophy, almost in a whisper, "if the 
scandals are true, there's a worse trouble ahead than Tessa 
—Tally Ho I" 

" So long as he does not race him again," said Luke. 
He and Sophy were too old friends to pretend to one 
another. 

" But that is just what he mil do ; you know his bull- 
dog obstinacy, and there is that old feud between him and 
Pierce Daly." 

Luke nodded. "* It appears to be Daly who has done 
the whole thing," he said. " If Blundell once gives him 
the chance of openly proving the fraud " 

Lady Sophy groaned. " And he calls himself a sports- 
man ! " she said. " My sister^s son ; the shame of it • . . the 
only charitable conclusion is, that he's mad. Nevertheless, 
he has the nerve to get San up, to go with him toSandown, 
to-morrow." 

" Good God I " he cried, "the meanness of it ;" to him 

T 
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the putting of a fine sportswoman like San to such uses, 
was even more damning than anything Blaise had done 
yet 

"Luke, did you know it from the first ?" 

" No ; only guessed it But I was on my way to warn 
San that morning you came to see me at Yarrocks, and 
when I got to the Cross-roads, it was too late." 

" I've no patience with Blaise," cried Sophy, angrily, 
"he must have known it would be found out." 

" Not necessarily. If pressure is brought to bear upon 
him, he may decide to let the thing die a natural death — 
the fraud cannot be proved without the horse — anyway, I 
shall try." 

" It's no good — even if you were bom to help lame dogs 
over stiles. By the way, what has become of that rascally 
TuUikins?" 

" He's trying to earn a more or less honest living down 
near the river — Thames Ditton, or Molesey; I forget 
which. He is very keen on my going to look him up ; 
when I have time, I think I will'* 

"Well, the scamp has one good point — ^his teeth. I do 
hope I shall be painlessly removed before I have a sad 
and weary air, when I most wish to look happy, or smile 
falsely on my friends with some other fellow's teeth— bought 
secondhand. Now, Greorge's teeth are his own. Dear 
George ! " 

But she spoke at random — she had never had disgrace 
like this to face before; and Luke touched her hand 
sympathetically. 

As he did so, a strong shiver that he was unable to 
control suddenly shook him ; and terror ^seized Lady 
Sophy. 

"Luke, have you seen your Little Old Woman lately?" 

" Last night — ^and the old unreasoning terror is gone. 
She comes softly— comes as a friend, there is an aura of 
motherliness about her — almost I see her face/' 
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Lady Sophy shuddered a little^ knowing his superstition, 
then, with a glance at the clock, was brought sharply back 
to the actual present 

*' Heavens I Luke ; and I am dining out, where I shall 
probably hear hateful innuendoes about my blackguard 
nephew ! " 

" Keep your ears open," said Luke, •' as I mean to 
keep mine. Blundell will want every friend he has in the 
world at his back now/' 
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"Why does Mrs. Blundell never come to see her 
husband race ? " he said. 

*' She is coming to-day/' said Mrs. Cradock ; and Pierce 
started. This was a masterly move on Blaise's part, for 
which he was quite unprepared. 

" Will you do me a favour ? " he said. " Introduce me 
to her, when Blundell is out of the way, of course. And 
you can slur my name over so that she doesn't catch it." 

Mrs. Cradock nodded. She disliked San — as women of 
her type do women of San's ; then they spoke of other 
things. If all the shady transactions in the world were 
elaborately talked out, there would be no time left for 
doing them. 

Blaise had won his race, and had time to change before 
the train containing San came in ; and as he walked with 
her up the course, they made something very like a 
sensation. 

She was beautifully dressed for a race-meeting, and 
looked very pretty, very young, very fresh — happiness is 
the finest colourist in the world ; but it was her look of 
genuineness, her easy air, as one afraid of nothing, that was 
most remarked on, as with every eye upon her, her name 
passing from lip to lip, she went by with her husband. 

He seemed careless of her health that day, for he kept 
her " on show " in one place or another, the whole time. 
"Lives as straight as she rides;" "a real good sort;" 
"an honest soul, if ever there was one;" "look at her 
eyes ; " "a genuine sportswoman ; " •* would never counte- 
nance any hanky-panky tricks ; " were some of the remarks 
that followed her. 

Some of San's own friends were there, many of Major 
Blundell's brother officers, and the privilege of an Intro* 
duction to her was eagerly sought by many men, and most 
of the nicest women present. The afternoon for San was 
not unlike a triumphal progress, where she won all hearts 
by her frank, natural manner, and her girlish and evident 
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Mrs. Cradock also was swallowed up in it, and with 
her, Tessa, who had listened breathless to Pierce's cross- 
examination ; her secret was useless if known to others, 
to share it would not suit her book at alL 

"Oh, it's very clever," said Mrs. Cradock, spitefully, 
as they fell in with the crowd streaming across the course 
to the station, '' I mean, Blundell's getting his wife here 
to-day. She has silenced all the rumours. Only Daly 
will dare to say anything now." 

" What is there to say ? " said Tessa. 
Her voice was not perfectly under control, and Tony 
Cradock turned, and looked at her. 

" What every one says, my dear," she said dryly ; ** that 
Major Blundell is running Tally Ho under a false name. 
But who is to prove it ? Well— he gave her Beaujolais in 
exchange for the horse— and a very good exchange too- 
some people have everything^ and the rest of us poor 
women nothing 1 " 

And Tessa, who had been overlooked, forgotten, while 
San was having all her fun out there in the open, by 
Blaise's side — ^Blaise, handsome, sincere, and (for him) 
devoted, echoed Ton/s grumble very heartily, knowing 
that Blaise that day had killed two birds with one stone. 
Clearly he had his wife's entire confidence, and was on 
delightful terms with her, thus proving that the tongue of 
scandal in attributing another relation than that of cousin- 
ship between him and Tessa, lied. 

San even sighed with r^[ret as the train steamed out, 
it had been a happy, sunny day ; one to be remembered 
with a white stone — ^it went near to making her half 
ashamed of her hatred of racing — ^it was all so pleasant, so 
gay — Blaise had never been more attentive, never nearer 
being tender— she did not guess the tower of strength to 
him, the silencer of his enemies that she was, that day. 

They were to go down to Beaujolais by the six train 
next afternoon, and a peremptory message from San brought 
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he turned to see Pierce Daly |ioIding out an illustrated 
paper to San, who exclaimed, as she took it, 

" That's not Tally Ho ! Where is his white stocking ? " 

Luke stifTened. Looking swiftly at Tessa, he saw fear 
in her eyes — the look of a miser who has let pass from his 
hands something of priceless value, and holds them out to 
clutch it back again — was it a trap, and with San's 
help, were they trying to catch Blaise in it? But there 
he was wrong ; the snap-shot of Phantom was as great a 
surprise to Tessa as to San. 

" A bad photograph," said Pierce Daly, in a loud, clear 
voice, as he folded the paper, and replaced it in his pocket ; 
"but valuable as the first snap-shot of Tally Ho ever 
published. He is guarded as carefully against the camera 
fiend as if he were the reigning favourite in a sultan's harem," 

Luke was certain now that the precious pair were in 
league together — his eyes blazed with a curse into Tessa's, 
and she quailed, knowing that here was an enemy to be 
reckoned with, an ally to simple, ignorant San, whose 
value might be incalculable. 

On the moment Pierce Daly rose, bowed over San's 
hand, bade Tessa good-bye, nodded to Luke, and departed 
— a man infinitely enriched by a piece of information that 
he had never dared to hope for, and Luke left immediately 
after. He could not trust himself to remain in the same 
room with Tessa, if San thought him a little mad, he 
could not help it 

Walking down Brook Street, he met Major Blundell, 
and Luke stopped. 

"Back again?'' said Blaise, briefly; he, too, made no 
pretence of shaking hands. 

Luke nodded. "Mrs. Blundell looks very well," he 
said abruptly. 

" It is my intention to keep her so," said Blaise, and 
smiled — the smile that if not an insult is an expression of 
contempt for the person addressed. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
BLUNDELL'S HAREM 

BLAISE had surmounted one trouble only to be faced 
by another — ^Tessa. 

When a woman elects to love a man^ there is no greater 
mistake than for her to make her plans without the consent 
of the god in the car, for he usually has views of his own, 
and in making great demands on a life, she is apt to 
forget the other and closer claims upon it So because 
Tessa loved Blaise, she had never been able to see him 
really as San's husband ; only as the man who had taken 
the girl most unwillingly, for the sake of a horse. 

Blaise would have given a good many years of his life 
to undo the position into which he and Tessa had drifted ; 
escape from the cousinly endearments that were divided 
each day less perceptibly from those of the ardent lover. 
Looking back, it seemed to him that her first despairing 
turning into his arms as she knelt by him on the hearth- 
rug, with his mind so full of Tally Ho that she was no 
more than a miserable little animal, appealing for comfort 
in her pain — had been the beginning, and the inch of licence 
thus gained had run to an ell — ^to many ells. They were 
thrown so constantly together, not at Beaujolais, but at 
race-meetings — ^there were the journeys in his motor-car, 
going and returning ; repeatedly men had addressed her 
as Mrs. Blundell, and he had let it pass ; explanations 
were odious, and the necessity for having to make them 
argued a false state of ^ngs. Yet he had himself to 
thank for it all— had he not been so obsessed by his 
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favour, and some sure instinct warned her against taking the 
plunge that might mean her being cast out of Beaujolais, 
and Blaise's beloved presence for ever. The only point 
she had scored was, that once or twice, when particularly 
expansive — the animal in every man expands sometimes — 
Blaise had called her ''Gipsy," and he would not have 
been human if he had not sometimes felt the pride of the 
male animal in having the loveliest, best turned-out, and 
most sought-after woman on the course, so openly devoted 
to him that she had neither eyes nor ears for any one else. 

Yet when Tessa was making herself most indispensable 
to him, and people blamed San because of her attitude 
towards his hobby, and thought she should go racing 
with him, they were altogether ignorant of the fact that it 
was one of the things he liked her for best ; that it was a 
rest to him to find her in her garden, or living a sane, 
healthy life within doors, while the order of his well-ruled 
household delighted him — all this the subtle Princess had 
seen also, and smiled at. 

It was said to be Pierce Daly who had christened Tessa 
" Blundell's Harem," for he was madly in love with her 
himself— he admired her more than any woman he had 
ever known, and he had watched the game very closely 
from the b^inning, reading Blaise far better than she did. 

The man who is proof against certain forms of tempta- 
tion is too apt to take it for granted that every one knows 
his immunity in that respect ; nevertheless, when you see 
him constantly in the company of enticing drinks, and 
don't know that he is a teetotaller, you can only judge 
by appearances. Thus Blaise, always seen with Tessa, 
his individuality and character little known, save in his 
racing capacity, was judged by the same rules of conduct 
as other men, and inevitably pronounced guilty, while quite 
recently a coarse remark overheard one day at a race-meet- 
ing, " there goes Blunddl with his Sultana," gave him pause. 
If Tessa knew to a hair^s-breadth how far she might go io 
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the caresses with which she soothed her owb savage bunker; 
vibrating like a violin to the sweep of the bow, to 
lightest inclination Tor, or rejection of her attenti 
lately she had practised less rcstr^t, that horrible : 
yet recurred Trequently to him, he came presently 
await with an intense dread the inoraeiit when Tcssa^ 
should make her spring upon him— he knew her nature 
by Dow^ — passionatet uoscrupulous — a woman who woold 
stick at nothing to gain her ends— he was begLnning to 
be afraid for her, not for himself, when the mask would be 
off. As it was, he felt his muscles stiffenj his blood and 
body brace itself against the attack to be made on him, 
he cursed himself that when at Grecnditchcs she bad wound 
herself about him, warm, supple, kitten-like, he had not 
repulsed her, recognizing overtures not actually made^ 
Every instinct of loyalty and clean living ranged itsdf on 
the side of his marriage vows, if he could have had his 
time over again he would not have married Tessa — San 
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to him which every watchful fibre of his body instantly 
realized, and as instantly repudiated — he was the last 
man in the world to be coerced or bullied into anything ; 
it was because he was so supremely his own master that 
he was hers. The proverb of her own country says that 
'' Women, asses, and mules require strong hands ^ — ^perhaps 
that was why she loved him. 

Very quietly, very gently Blaise withdrew himself 
from Tessa's clasp, just in time to make his behaviour 
appear natural, not overt — but Tessa understood that she 
had sustained a repulse, and her soul raged within her, 
it was then she realized that revenge must be summoned 
to aid her in what love could not effect, and threw in 
her lot with Pierce Daly. 

At first she tried to persuade herself it was only accident 
that came between their rousing motor-runs now — ^why he 
left Beaujolais so early, left the racecourse for home before 
she knew of it She found trains, or putting up with the 
Cradocks at hotels, a poor substitute for those cosy talks 
when she and Blaise would run eagerly over the events of 
the day, the form in which the horses ran, and so on. 
Gradusdly she saw herself become no longer his companion, 
his racing pal ; there was a gulf fixed between them, and 
she dared not seem to notice, much less to bridge it 

His frame of mind just then might have been summed 
up in '* Hang it all I a man wanted his home to himself, not 
a girl in it with hsrsteria — ^it was San's fault— certainly her 
fault, just as certainly as it was not kis." For once he 
almost lost his calmness, and got in a ragt — but no gentle- 
man can explain to his wife that he is in danger of being 
chivied out of his home by his cousin ; so outwardly things 
went on much as before. 

One day he spent with San in the woods, where 
he had not been since as a boy he played truan^ with his 
pocket full of ''tuck," escaping for indefinite hours. He 
remembered many things now, etched in unconsciously on 
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" JoUy, isn't it ? " she said, as they fell to talking. For 
the first time since their marriage they had a long intimate 
causerie about Beaujolais, the farms, the estate— San 
rejoiced to see him at last taking an interest in what 
should have been his life's business. The sporting instinct 
(like Luke's) of helping a lame dog over a stile was always 
strong in San, but as Blaise talked with her, he seemed 
suddenly to come into his kingdom, to realize what his 
rights and powers were — ^responsibility woke, even if San 
had been a capable viceroy in his absence, and one honest 
man for many years had done his very best for him. They 
looked ahead, they schemed, they made many new plans ; 
and as they talked, all that had seemed so easy and so 
harmonious to Blaise, (as the beautiful lines of a completed 
bridge do to the man who has not built it), he realized 
that the order reigning within and without Beaujolais had 
not been done all at once ; it had taken many weeks, 
months even, of strenuous work on San's part 

Yes, he knew that she had worked while he played ; 
also, she had a breadth of vision, a masculine serenity 
and sense in her outlook that appealed to Blaise 
strongly. 

*' But duty is a grind," she said presently, "because by 
the time we've done all the things we don't want to, there's 
little or none over for the things that we want" 

Blaise turned and looked at her. San never lectured, 
only gave the example that is better than precept ; yet he 
felt keenly at that moment how he had wasted his life, 
when all the while, honourable toil lay close to his hand 
Still, I doubt if the disgrace, the shame of what he had 
done, and was doing, troubled Blaise then — a man seldom 
repents till he is found out ; the twilight of the wrong 
doing, the disgrace in the blinding light of a thousand 
condemning eyes are quite different things. 

Their conversation embraced a wide area. There were 
two Sans, as Blaise knew — the astute, financing San^ and 
u 
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He fell asleep presently with his head on her lap, and 
the sweet air and rustle of leaves for lullaby — San thought 
the haggard lines in his face, brought there by worry and 
fasting, far too deep for a man of his age. 

But hate will pluck out its prey from the highest 
heaven, the deepest sea — there is nothing hid from it ; and 
out of all these seven miles of forest, hate took Tessa to 
where they rested. 

When Tessa found out from Cherry (who got it from a 
footman) that Blaise had gone into Uie woods with San, 
and would not return for luncheon, there was a scene ; 
the rage of a mistress, in esse or in posse, at seeing her 
rights invaded, are far more susceptible of outrage than 
any mere wife's can be ; and Tessa raged, and threw things 
about in a way that sent Cherry sneering from the room. 
Then Tessa went out, searched for, and found them, both 
asleep ; and as she stood trembling, and looking down on 
them, a volcano of burning passions, she saw what she 
had hitherto been blind to — knew that San, doing her 
duty humbly and unostentatiously, had entered into that 
kingdom of wifehood and motherhood with the man she 
loved, that is the only kingdom worth having to which a 
woman is bom, and her soul and body shook ; she could 
have killed them as they slept When she realized that 
all the love Blaise had to give was San's, that San was 
to be the mother to Blaise's child, she went mad — mad, 
San the mother of Blaise's child I Reason forsook her ; she 
turned and ran, a mad, scarlet thing out of gear with the 
tender greens of the forest, shrieking blasphemies on love 
and life, and all that true women bold most precious . • . had 
she stayed one minute longer, she would have heard Blaise^ 
as he turned in his slumber, say '* Gipsy ; " and San waking, 
heard him also. 



CHAPTER IX 
FHRTSE 

BLAISE returned late one afternoon from a ra 
meeting, ^ngry and anno)^ at a sudden recrudes* 
cence of the suspicions that had first attended Tally Ho's 
di^t. It might be fancy ; but he thotight the stewari^ 
looked on him coldly, and that there was a sodden fall In 
the respect of the men he habityally met M 

He had an hour to spare before dressing for dinoer,* 
guests were staying in the house, this annoyed him ; be 
felt moody, irritable, and going straight to his rooms 
issued orders that he was not to be disturbed, and gave^ 
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dealing, or, if the fates were against him, to stand the ex- 
posure that must inevitably occur ; and after that — ^well, 
there was no need to anticipate disaster, and his star had 
never failed him yet. But how to do it, now that all 'chasing 
for the year was over; though action must be taken 
at once ? There was but one way to show Tally Ho on a 
race-course again, and that was to enter him in a flat race, 
and parade him sufficiently before the crowd, thus giving 
the opportunity to those who thought they knew, to prove 
their suspicions. Yes, that was the only way, and irregular 
though it was to run a 'chaser on the flat, there was suffi- 
cient excuse in Tally Ho's case ; for his win in record 
time of the Grand National might reasonably be con- 
sidered justification for his owner wishing to see if he 
was even half as good on the flat as he was over a country. . 
And so, before Blaise dressed for dinner, he had written 
the letter, and had entered Tally Ho in the chief handicap 
of five hundred sovereigns at Hurst Park, to be run the 
following month, and if he knew himself to be courting 
disaster — ^well, desperate diseases require desperate reme- 
dies, and this daring move, and its unusualness, must for 
ever silence all tongues, or, if ruin were to come — ^well, 
let it come quickly. 

At dinner Tessa sat next him. Not her beauty, not 
her charm, but her sympathy, a current transmitted 
from her to him, and mingling with no cross-currents 
from others present, enchained Blaise that night — ^the 
telepathic message between them said that she knew^ 
sorrowed with, stood by him; and the message was 
sweet. Usually the most temperate of men, he drank 
more than he ate; only growing quieter, though his 
eyes burned — San, watching him from the other end 
of the table, knew that he was for the time being off his 
balance ; but she was hemmed in, a captive to her duties as 
hostess— had he wanted her ever so much, had she wanted 
to go to him, she could not then have gone. 
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When the men came into the drawing-room, Blats« 
absent. He had gone to his own quaftefs, and he started 
as a slight figure in white stepped over the window-sill bio 
his room. With her came the sweets stickcd out from the 
flowers by a little rufHiog wind, and then squandered 
broadcast in heavenly waves on the night air. 

"Figures!" cried Tessa, and pointed laughingly to 
them ; then her face changed, and she came quickly to 
his side. " What is it ? " she said 

There was love, compreheasion, pure womanliness in 
the question. The fe^ she lifted to Blaise w as very sweet ; 
his muscles did not crisp, stiffen themselves at the touch 
of her hand on his arm, as they had done once ; and she 
knew it 

He was silent, his stubborn mouth hard as ever ; the 
close waves of his red hair appealed to her as they had 
always done ; the bluep cold eyes were less cold than 
usual ->more humaa With a sudden gesture of abandon, 
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bitterest part of it, that he had, after his lights, treated her 
well, and she had stabbed him in the back, given him over 
to his enemy. Even if he were pilloried before the 
whole world, it could not touch him so heavily as this 
treachery from the wife he was beginning to love ; and 
here was Tessa, devoted, true, loving hint^ Blaise the sinner, 
just as much as if he were Blaise the honest man. 
Turning, he looked at her, all his blood bubbling in his 
veins with anger ; in a moment he had reverted to his old 
idea of San — gauche, awkward, jarring — ^here was some- 
thing that soothed, pleased him. Suddenly her arms, 
supple, velvet-sldnned, were round his neck, the burning 
words poured from her, as with limbs, lips, mad caresses she 
clung about him, quivering, on fire. 

" Have I looked at any, thought of any man but you ? 
I have been blind, a stone to every one else— I would 
count the world well lost to be loved by you for half an 
hour I " 

Her eyes devoured him, his cold, strong good looks, 
here was a man of granite to repose on, a world gained 
not lost, with him as champioa 

** It is she who had everything, / nothing to gain by 
loving you, save love itself— iiw^, the only thing worth 
living for. Which has loved you best— she or I ? " 

Yes, he had given San everything — Beaujolais, love, 
esteem ; and what had he given Tessa ? 

Nothing I yet she loved him. Yes, this was lave, as her 
lips burned on his. 

«««««« 

When San came to Blaise's room an hour later, it was 
to find the room in darkness ; and only when she turned up 
the electric light did she see Tessa, her white dress torn, her 
hair falling about her neck, standing by an overturned 
table, with flowers and glass lying in a pool of water at her 
feet 



CHAPTER X 
THE HOUSE OF TAPESTRIES 

ONE afternoon, late in May, Luke Randall turac 
to pay his promised call (as he was staying in 
the neighbourhood), just in time to see San, who had been 
exercising her team, pull it up with a flourish exactly 
opposite the main entrance to Beaujolals, facing the huge 
flower-bed, in which a marble figure gracefully blew his 
horn, and Luke nodded approvingly San had always 
been a magnificent whip, but much practice at Beaujolais 
had made her an even better one ; and now she drove her 
team of bright bays with the utmost ease and skill j 
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appealed to him more than the famous Rose du Barri room, 
with shepherds and shepherdesses dressed in white on a 
vivid rose ground, and in a separate panel, Venus at her 
toilette, every one bring her something ; with on the other 
side Fan, laughing, the long panel and the smaller ones 
on each side, framed by dull gold wreaths. 

It was said that Blaise's French ancestress, many genera- 
tions back, who had made a hobby of tapestries, paying some 
fabulous prices, and others that were equivalent to a song 
for them, had died happy, having lately acquired the one 
piece of Rose du Barri that made her collection complete. 
With a fine instinct she had bought few but pastoral scenes, 
the woods and the river at Beaujolais demanded that con- 
cession to the unities — but she had insisted on calling the 
place, after it was built in her honour, by the name of the 
little village dominated by her father's chdteau. That a red 
wine was named after it did not trouble her dainty, incon- 
sequent mind, thus it was that one of England's stateliest 
homes had a French name — and a very pretty one. 

" A noble taste," said Luke, thinking how the age before 
hers had been one of romance, of chivalry, of love and out- 
door woodland pleasures ; and with silent, heroic genius and 
industry in those spacious years (when folks had time to let 
their souls grow), women had woven all these into tapestries 
to live for ever — longer than some of the qualities depicted 
would last ; and the fruits of their exquisite labours, and 
perchance inmost hearts, hung that day on the walls at 
Beaujolais. 

There were no portraits in the Painted Drawing-Room, 
or Rose Tapestry rooms — nothing so modem could find 
place there, but when Luke could tear himself away from 
the figures that seemed to him far more like old friends 
than the humans he met daily, and whom he knew not, 
San carried him off to the dining-room where the present- 
ments of Blaise's father and mother hung opposite each 
other— Blundell, red*headed, strong, phl^^atic; Lady 
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Angela, with head tipped at a scornful angl(^ her delicate 
lips curved into the close fiower-bud that, together with iti 
Greek lines and grey eyes^ made the beauty of her &CC 
Blaise, in inheriting those featuresjf in masculine mDiild, had 
only just escaped the opprobrious epithet of a beauty-maa ; 
but he had altered a go^ deal during the last few weekS| 
and his sobriquet of the *' spectral horseman '* was by way 
of being deserved. Some called it over-training» somt 
remorse^ others a mad devotion to Tessa, and realization 
that the present state of things could not go on without a 
rupture with his wife, and an open scandal — but Pierce 
Daly and a few others knew the real cause, and looked 
forward to the triumph so soon to be theirs, and for which 
they were all working ; for by now more than one person 
had become Blaise's secret enemy. It did not occur to 
San to attribute the cause of Blaise's trouble to Tally Ho, 
rather she set down hia state to physical causes, blamed 
the semi-starvation that he insisted on more than ever|^ 
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but others did — for after that first visit, Luke came over 
often of afternoons, leaving always before dinner. 

He thought it good for her that the vast administration 
of Beaujolais occupied her some hours daily, and watched 
the ceremonial of her life as it splendidly unrolled itself 
before him. The enthusiasm of a brave mind is the only 
fire broader and brighter than that of a fanatical one, 
and San seemed to have carried this fire into Beaujolais — 
it animated all she did. They spent a goi^eous time 
going over the grounds, hot-houses, everything but the 
racing-stables, and many hours indoors, for above all, 
perhaps, Luke rejoiced in the art treasures of the place, 
and lingered in the corridors looking at the curios that he 
understood better than San did. At the back of the house 
was the Italian garden, leading to the moor at the top, 
and on the same side was the great conservatory, or 
winter garden, built out at the side of the house, in which 
were more tapestries, but of rather cruel hunting-scenes^ 
the red blood of the stag pouring out abundantly. 

No one could live at Beaujolais without being influenced 
by the place — its harmonies, its soft splendours within 
and without doors insensibly educated one — abrupt words 
and gestures would have been quite out of place, and the 
initiation into good breeding that the Princess had silently 
begun at Kleine Kirsch, was insensibly continued here, so 
that while San's sturdy character remained unchanged, and 
she could be brusque on occasion, her manners, like 
her appearance, had greatly improved It took Luke a 
little while to get used to the alteration— the little blunt- 
spoken, slangy, pretty girl was gone — the new one suited 
herself to her surroundings. He forgot the natural ability 
of the Creswells — ^was this a watering out of the breed ? 
He hoped not. 

That she was spoken of as ^the pretty Mrs. Blundell" 
was largely due to Lady Sophy's drastic measures in the 
short time that elapsed between Kleine Kirsch aad tS^ 
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Beaujolsus Woods ; but San preferred the thrushes' song, 
the blackbirds' piercing note. 

At such times, even her beloved tapestries would become 
chill, unhomelike, the vastness of Beaujolais cold, and 
herself only a lonely atom in it — for without the warmth 
of Blaise's love, all this splendour was void. The odds 
and ends of love at the Cross-roads had fed, kept her warm 
without knowing it ; but it all came in the day's work, and 
no one, save her maid and Luke, and perhaps Mr. Troakes 
noticed any change in her. 

San was not her mother's daughter for nothing, she 
was too proud to ask Blaise in what she had offended; 
while he, moodily watching her frank enjoyment of Luke's 
society, felt convinced that for all her apparent honesty, 
she had been making a fool of him all the way along ; that 
it was Luke she really loved, though she had by no means 
been indifferent to the advantages of Beaujolais, possibly 
regarding the horse as a fair exchange for the place. 
But it was her betrayal of him to Pierce Daly that he 
could not get over, though in plain English, he lacked the 
courage to have it out with her, bend his arrogant head 
in shame before her in confession. And in another matter, 
too, man-like, he was inclined to blame her for the com- 
plication of Tessa. If San had shared his tastes and 
pursuits, gone about with him — and she was excellent 
company — there would have been no room for his cousin, 
and he would not have been exposed to a temptation 
before which better men than he must have gone down — 
yes, certainly San, apart from her disloyalty, was much to 
blame. 

San had never mentioned Pierce Daly's intrusion on 
her at Claridge's in Tessa's company, because she knew 
how it would annoy Blaise, but to Tessa she had spoken 
her mind so plainly, that it was in a revulsion of pity that 
she had acceded to the girl's earnest wish to return to 
Beaujolai% inrtMil of to. Lady Sophia. In June she was 
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going to the Cradock's— and after that? Te^a had a 
pretty definite idea of where she would be after a ccrtab 
date in June — and Blaise also. ■I 

There is a charity, a kindness that springs from lovi!^ 
and there is that which we bestow out of a great pity^ 
a deep contempt; and of the two, we give even more 
generously from the latter cause than the former, because 
we know that the best part is tacitly withheld. Thus was 
it with Sao's generosity to Blaise's cousin^ and somehow 
William Blake's lines on " Barren Blossoms *' always made 
Luke think of Tessa— 

*( I fisared the iury of my wind 

W^uld blight all blt^soms fak smA tmtt 
And tziy strn ii shined and shiiied, 
Aad my wind it never blew. 

'* But ft blossom fair or true 
Was not found on any tree ; 
For all blossoms grew and grew 
Fruitlessj false, though fair to s&eJ* fl 

T.ulre had never fni«;frprl ht-r — nnr did he tiow. Blatse 



THE HOUSE OP TAPESTRIES 308 

Had Blaise sinned and repented ; fallen, and refused 
to fall again ? Was that the reason of the present strained 
situation, Luke wondered ? 

For even if she had made Blaise her own, Luke knew 
that the secret woman, who has her secret joys, has also 
her secret anguishes and rages, perhaps Tessa had found 
that Blaise was not worth the sacrifice — or was her creed, 

" By love must love be mastered, fire by fire, 

Passion by passion. When the heart grows warm, 
Its flame most quench the flame of its desire ; 

Its new-found strength must quell its gathering storm. 
Not law, not duty, not the warning voice 

Of saint or angel, keeps love's compass true. 
Reckless of &te, love makes its fateful ch<nce : 

To love alone b love's allegiance due. 
Love's power alone can make love's passion pure, 

Love's voice alone can bid love's tumult cease. 
Love's pain alone can make love's bliss endure. 

Love's fire alone brings to love's fever peace. 
O Love ! inflame my heart and set it free 
From every wild, nnhallowed dream of thee.** 

Had she ever asked herself that saddest question in the 
whole dialogue of love — 

*< Does not love die? 
O dark and awful thought : 
Die of achieving all that it has sought ? " 

Luke had been more at ease in his mind about Blaise 
for some time after his return, for in his quiet way, he had 
become an amateur detective, watching the racing and 
society barometer for indications of Blaise's real position 
in both worlds. But though he found jealousy and enmity 
to spare, the malignant whispers against Blaise never got 
a hearing from the people who really mattered The 
N. H. Committee and racing- men held him above suspicion, 
and it might be doubted if any testimony — ^however irre- 
fragable — would be believed against him now. 

But he had been disturbed to hear, just before coming 
to Beaujolais that Blais^ who had intendeid to keep 
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Tally Ho over for big races till the following year^ meant l 
ruQ him for a fiat race the following month at Hurst FsLtk? 
It was generally regarded as an assertion of Tally Ho's 
powers, and a bold contradiction of the scandals about the 
horse, also to show the public how little its opinioaH 
mattered to Major BlundcU, ^H 

The opportunity would of course be seized by Blaise's 
enemies to convict him ; but Luke knew that nothing 
would turn him now. The two were perfectly dvil when 
they met, but Luke never broke bread in Blaise's house, ^ 

Often San studied Luke. He had contracted malaria^ 
in West Africa, a complaint that in his normal state he 
might successfully have combated, though the reckless 
living that the lines in his face represented, had to be paid 
for now in middle age* But he would not admit that he 
was ill any more than Blaise would — the one pitted the other 
as a poor, fcver-stricken devil, and the other pitied Blaise 
as a moral leper— and San pitied, and her heart ached 



TJ-,*. «-,-* J«— 



^.U^^ T .,1-^ 






THE HOUSE OF TAPESTRIES 806 

Luke was one of these, more, with clearer vision of what the 
future held for San, he feared for her less. 

Luke came to know that whatever the trouble might 
be with Tessa, that even if the other loomed insistent, 
to be reckoned with, it would not sweep San's love for 
Blaise away. He knew women, and had never known 
contempt for a man, and disillusion to kill their love ; if 
it had done so, it was not the real thing. 

To Blaise's sombre eyes it seemed that San clung 
more and more to Luke, that she hated her old friend to 
depart, longed for him back. More than once, watching 
them together, he thought how well suited the two were 
to each other in their tastes ; how happy they might 
have been had not he — ^the blackguard — come between 
them. And he made up his mind that San should have 
as happy a time as he could give her during their month 
in town — the wrong he had done her outweighed so 
immeasurably any she had done him with Pierce Daly — for 
straight ahead of him he saw the end, and what it meant 
for her ; of his own future he did not think, or like Tessa, 
beyond a certain day in June. 

" Who should deliver him from the body of this death ? " 
Yes, for it was a death — ^a moral corruption ; the death of 
his honour, of his good repute, his honesty, ever3rthing that 
his lineage and manhood commanded him to hold dear. 
His child would be bom to a dishonoured name — ^but he 
thought less of that than of San. 

Already he had planned what he would do with the 
large sum of money he had made by the Grand National 
He would not give it to hospitals. Who was it that said of 
them, that " men die, suffer and starve just as soon, and 
just as numerously — ^these public institutions are only trees 
for the public conscience to go to roost upon " ? 

He remembered something Lady Sophy had said to 
him once about a class of poor gentlemen and gentlewomen 
who never begged, just starved quietly. One never even 

X 
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heard of them till the grim fnquests oa them— if he could 
get at that class, it should have all bis Tally Ho winnings, 
and more. 

Thus stood matters when early in June the BlundeUs 
went to the house they had taken in Hill Street, Tessa to 
Hans Place, Luke having preceded them to Jermyn Street 
by some days. 




CHAPTER XI 
IN HILL STREET 

IN the old-fashioned house in Hill Street, where deep and 
wide flower-boxes brought the breath of the country 
across the window-sills into the airy rooms, and stayed, San 
took much quiet pleasure during the month of June. It 
seemed to be almost the first time she and Blaise had been 
alone together since their marriage, and whatever had 
weighed on his mind was now gone, so was "Gipsy " from 
hers — he was not racing so much as usual, so they went 
about together, and did much the same sort of things as 
others of their position — San had her team up, and oftener 
than not Blaise sat beside her, and was very kind. 

Tessa, putting in a slow time at Hans Place, could 
have killed San, when now and then she saw her tooling 
her bays through the streets, or the inglorious park, on her 
way to Richmond or some quiet country place — but, save 
driving, or at a distance, Tessa had not once seen Blaise ; 
he had always been from home when she paid those visits 
at Hill Street that unconscious San took in the most casual 
way. She found no difference whatever in Tessa, whom 
she expected to see quite as much of at Beaujolais later as 
she wished, — ^perhaps San was secretly pleased at Blaise's 
finding the girl a bit of a worry, but he had asked her to 
make her home there^ and the move must come from Tessa 
herself — hospitality was in San's bones, and, after all, 
the place was big, there was plenty of room for her. 

Luke Randall and Lady Sophy took up most of the 
time left over from the pleasant round of amusements to 
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who saw her driving one day, felt that her comparison of 
the girl to a Virginia creeper, and with as brief a gloryi 
was an apt one — nor was she sorry. 

The Cradocks were growing a little tired of the girl ; 
there seemed nothing but marriage for her — and a good 
one — at the end of the season; but that was her last 
idea. The moment for which she burned was when, in 
full view of the whole racing world, a public inquiry should 
be demanded by Pierce Daly for certain tests to be 
applied to the horse run as Tally Ho, but which was 
asserted to be Phantom, at a time appointed in presence 
of the stewards. And the crowning triumph of all, 
planned by Tessa, would be the forcing San to appear 
at the inquiry, to give evidence as to the identity of Tally 
Ho, which would clearly prove the horse to have been 
faked. 

Luke Randall had asked for an appointment with 
Blaise — not at his own house — ^and the interview had been 
short, and to the point 

" Pierce Daly is putting up some job against you when 
you race Tally Ho at Hurst Park. I can't find out what it 
is ; but for God's sake scratch the horse ; for your wife's 
sake, and " — ^he hesitated — "others." 

'' Damn you ; what business is it of yours ? " cried Blaise, 
and turned on his heel, and there was an end of that 

Such a thing had hardly ever been known before as to 
put a steeplechaser to ride a flat race ; every one believed 
the horse would do it with the greatest ease; but still the 
betting hung fire — though Blaise was putting a good 
man up — none better. 

An esclandre was expected, but Pierce and Tessa alone 
had the secret — no secret, however, is safe that is shared 
by another, as was to be proved to Daly before he was very 
much older. 

San had never looked better, or felt happier than on 
the day before the race. She had driven Luke Randall 
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out, reproaching him with bis dulness^and on reaching home^ 
found Tessa, who. like some restless spirit haunting the 
scene of a crimep could not keep away. She looked so 
fragile, bo unhappy, that San's kind heart was toucbedf 
and she asked her to remain and dine with her aloiie^ 
as Blaise would be out that evening. 

Some mad^ reckless instinct in Tessa flared up, and 
made her accept the invitation eagerly — ^afterwards Luke 
Randall cursed himself that he would not eat in Blundell's 
house ; had he been there, he might at least have saved 
San from the full brutality of the scene that follawcd late 
in the evening. 

Dinner passed over without incident^ but upstaliB 
there were only faint attempts at conversation. At ten 
o'clock, San sat by a table quietly reading, while Tessa 
moved unquictly to and fro, like some demon-ridden soul 
to whom rest was forbidden. Now, as always, the two girls 
presented as startling a contrast in appearance as in eha- 
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San closed her book, she thought that Tessa had sud- 
denly gone mad ; then the amazing beauty of the girl 
before her sent a sudden pang to her heart — ^what man 
could resist Tessa as she looked then, with grape-clusters 
of blue-black hair above her glorious eyes, and quivering 
in every fibre with a passion that San herself was quite in- 
capable of feeling ? 

She remembered how once she had gone into the library 
to find a table overturned, d/Ms strowing the carpet, 
and Tessa standing with blazing eyes and flaming cheeks 
by an open window, the one through which, on San's 
approach, Blaise presumably had departed • • . many things 
rushed through her mind. • • • 

" Were you fool enough to think he wanted a stable- 
boy as mistress of Beaujolais — ^that it was you who took 
him to the Cross-roads ? He discovered Tally Ho to be 
the famous 'chaser ' Phantom,' sent you by Matthew Hale, 
he faked the horse so that it should not be recognized, 
and won with it the Grand National 1 " 

" Don't believe a word of it," said San, pluckily ; ** you 
always were a bit of a liar, you know. And he wouldn't 
be fool enough to tell you, if he did" 

'' He didn't tell me. I found it out as he lay asleep in 
my arms. He talks in his sleep." 

"Does he call you Gipsy ? " said San, bluntly. 

" Oftea You were his blazon of respectability ; but 
he spent the best of him — ^his time, his pleasure — witiiPie! 
Me 1 " and she folded her arms over her beautiful breast. 

San looked at her, sickening, and her lips trembled ; 
some lines she had read somewhere came to her mind — 

'* God came to me as TruUi, I knew Him not ; 
He came to me as LoTe, and my heart broke." 

" He was fooling you all the time," went on the cruel 
voice. '' Why did he get you up to those races at Sandown ? 
To put suspicion off the scent Tally Ho was known to 
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be yours, and ymi' were known to be a straight rider and 
sportswoman, who would never countenance fraud — so you 
had to be exploited. Oh ! jockey he is, and jockeyed you 
are. You fool 1 " she added coarsely ; " to see you that day, 
peacocking about, so pleased with yourself — with Arw— 
and he and I laughing at you in our sleeves all the time 
— we laughed still more in each other's arms after t " 

San had risen, and stood petrified, blasted by the 
double meanness of the thing . , , and Blaise called him- 
self a sportsman . • . it was the blow to her sporting 
instincts that she felt most keenly ; her life had been run 
on straight lines , . . there were things a sportsman could 
not do p . . and Blaise had done them. . . . Tessa was 
nothing to the fraud of running Phantom as Tally Ho^ 
the one was merely a matter of morals — her own anguish 
would keep — but the other was a question of ktmm^ , • » 
and by seeming to make her a party to it, he had 
degraded her » , , it smote her hard that it was ie^um 
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white stockingi you ruined Blaise. Daly followed up the 
clue, and if it can be proved the horse is faked— as it will 
be — you will be called before the authorities as the principal 
witness." 

" And so it is your great friend, Pierce Daly, who is 
doing all this," said practical San, who was beginning to 
get her breath back. " To me it sounds jolly like revenge, 
and because Blaise has chucked you. And if so, where do 
you come in ? " 

"We are going to my own country," (she laughed); 
''where love is better understood than in your cold 
northern climes. It is you who manage Beaujolais— Blaise 
won't even be missed. Didn't it strike you sometimes 
that while you were the good, hard-working woman, / was 
the lover with whom he played round ? " 

San walked slowly to the bell, and rang it. Tessa 
gazed at her with dilated eyes; now that she had had 
her fling, she saw the madness of it Blaise could quite 
easily scratch the horse, and then where was her own and 
Fierce Daly's revenge ? Only she knew Blaise well enough 
to be sure that nothing would induce him to do so ; he 
would carry his head high to the punishment of his own 
folly, but decline to slip out by a side-gate. 

"Tell my maid to bring Miss ToUemache's wraps," 
San said, when the man came, and when he had gone, she 
pointed to the door. " Gol" she said ; and Tessa, no longer 
a devouring flame, but something that had faded down to 
a mere flicker, went 

" Fired out," the footman remarked laconically in the 
servants' hall later; they were Beaujolais servants, and 
they all rejoiced. 

San ordered all lights to be extinguished, and went 
upstairs to her room, getting rid of her maid almost im- 
mediately. But when the woman had gone, she stood 
motionless in the centre of the room, her brain working 
quickly. San was not inteUectual, hi^MMM| brain^ 
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Blaise's character be as much gone as if he had been taken 
red-handed." 

" I heard the other day of a horse being got at, and 
hocussedy even with a man shut in with him to keep watch. 
Blagow is sure to be sleeping in the stable, and may 
refuse to open to any one at first; but he will to you, 
if you take a message from me. Of course, instead of 
hocussing Tally Ho you must give Blagow something 
jolly stiff " 

At San's allusion to an opiate Luke started — he 
kept one always about him, especially since he came 
from Africa. In small doses it meant the lulled bliss of no 
sensation of pain ; in larger, complete unconsciousness ; 
in the largest, death. 

"Where is Tally Ho?" 

" Near Hampton Court, at the Nag's Head. I hap- 
pened to overhear Blaise telephoning there this morning." 

Luke snatched up an "A. B. C." and found there was 
a train at twelve-five, it now wanted ten minutes to twelve. 

" Just time," he said, as he dragged on his overcoat, and 
they were out of the house in a few seconds; 

** Vm afraid it's a mad errand/' he said when they were 
in the hansom. 

" It would be but for Blagow." 

" Where is the horse to be taken if we get him ? " 

** I don't know. If we reach the point of getting him 
away, the worst part of the work is over. Something will 
turn up after." 

" But Blagow will know X have drugged him. I am 
known to be a friend of yours." 

" I have thought of that. You will have to be drugged 
too. You must dolA be found insensible, and the horse 
gone." 

Luke drew a deep breath, and for the first time let his 
amazement appear. 

"You must know notidngj' Am wh^^^Md Blagow 
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must know nothing, or Blaise. It will be supposed that 
it is some trick of Blaise's rivals. You will ask Blagow to 
take you to Tally Ho's stall— while you are both absent, 
some one on the watch slips in, and drugs your drinksi 
see?*' 

"YouVe got a good knowlcdge-box/' said Lukti 
approvingly* 

Her rapid judgment and coolness on emergency did 
not surprise him — it was part of her general capacity — _- 
still the plot was a bold one« ■I 

They had avoided looking in each other's eyes — ^he 
dreaded the recognition of San*s bankruptcy in life, in love 

" How did you know it?" he said, mt^ 

** Tessa ToUemache told me half an hour before I came 
to you," 

« That was kind of her.*' 

San remained silent. As he turned to look at her^ he 
realized that San had told him only the half, and not the 
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house-party at Beaujolais had appeared in the daily papers 
on the very morning of the announcement of Blaise's 
success; she had never found out who had telephoned 
it. Now she knew that it was Blaise himself. ** Oh, it 
had been well planned/' thought San, bitterly — no 
details forgotten ; she herself, with her well-known straight 
living worked for all she was worth, and Tessa and 
Blaise laughing at her in their sleeves all the while . . . she 
shivered a little, and Luke anxiously asked if she were 
cold. 

** Oh, cold, cold ? " she said, and laughed a little wildly, 
as if when your heart were being cut out, some one put 
himself about because you sneezed. 
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'• If I had guessed— if I had dreamed 
Its weight was made for me, 
I shocdd have made a lighter cross 
To bear up Calvary." 

This was what he had done— gaily, merrily built him- 
self a calvary out of his own passions and weaknesses ; 
but San, poor San, she had built hers out of honesty, loyalty, 
pure unselfishness, and love. And Luke was old and 
tired, and he knew he would not have his to carry long ; 
but she was young and strong — even if with the 
prodigality of real love she foi^ave Blaise, nothing could 
ever be the same between them again. 

What had Tessa said to her to-night to bring such a 
look into San's eyes — had she, like other mad, hysteric 
women, confessed? For confession is the basest of all 
cowardices . . . and yet Luke had never been sure of Bladse's 
unfaithfulness. Bulwer Lytton says, "The same love 
that tempts us into sin, if it be true love, works out its 
own redemption "—and Luke subtly ai^ued that perhaps 
it would have done so with Tessa, had Blaise and she 
sinned ; but there is no redemption possible for what has 
never been — where there has been no fall, there is no re- 
pentance, only with a baulked woman of Tessa's tempera- 
ment, a mad orgie of insensate revenge, and sometimes 
crime. 

Afterwards it seemed to both San and Luke, when 
they got out, that there had not been an interval of five 
minutes between entering and leaving the train. 

'' I mustn't show up in this," she said. " I shall remain 
outside. Tell him you come from Blaise with some 
message or other you must make up— he is sure to offer 
you a drink." She put out her hand for a moment as if 
she were falling, but in the darkness he did not see it 

It was but a short walk to the little riverside hotel 
where Tally Ho stood that night, for Blaise invariably 
stabled his horse a mile or two from the course, believing 
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that the walk over in the morning took more of the 
stiffness out of a horse's joints, than the ten minutes* pre- 
liminary walk round the paddock before he went down to 
the post After midnight as it was, with the few little inns 
closed for the night, San and Luke encountered no one ; but 
her heart beat quickly as they arrived at their destination* 

There were no lights in the Nag's Head as they 
rapidly and silently crossed the yard to the stables, and 
San crept into a little arbour close by the stable-doors, 
while Luke rapped quietly but distinctly upon them- 

He knocked more than once before he got a reply, 
and supposed Blagow to be asleep, or to have been drink- 
ing ; but this latter was unlikely. At last, however, a 
caustic voice on the other side of the door was heard asking 
what visitors did there at that time of night ? 

" It is I— Luke Randall/* he said ; and then the door 
was openedt '* I wanted to see you," he said, pushing past 
the man, who was only half dressed. 

'VU^-r-^t'tf^fr r\ V**«fr*» *«rlA*****fc ^^f4t%A 
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errand of preventing the horse appearing at Hurst Park, 
he could have understood it, for no one knew better than 
Blagow that trouble was in the air, and detection 
imminent ; but for such a good sportsman to come and 
ask him to nobble a horse was unbelievable. 

'* Couldn't do it, sir," he said soberly. " And I'm sorry 
you asked me." 

'' See here," began Luke, and threw out a thin hand in 
which the bones showed startlingly — and Blagow shivered, 
Luke was acting out of his character — this surprising 
change of conduct argued a presentiment of approaching 
death — indeed, Blagow, like most Irish, could see death in 
a man's face long before the man realized it himself ; he 
believed he saw it in Luke's then. 

" You look ill, sir," he said, with genuine kindness and 
sorrow, for, in common with every one else, he liked Luke. 
" Let me get you a drop of brandy," he added, and pro- 
duced from a mysterious corner a bottle, tumblers, and 
syphon, which he placed on a little bench fixed to 
the wall. 

He poured out a generous draught, for there was a 
blueness about Luke's lips that he did not like. But 
Luke refused to drink unless Blagow joined him. 

" Got to keep my head clear, sir," said Blagow, re- 
luctantly, pouring out a very small quantity, and filling it 
up with soda-water ; but Luke drank his off almost neat, 
and the colour returned to his face. 

" So you can't help me, Blagow? " he said. " Well, I was 

a sweep to ask you. But Vm tired of being poor and " 

his voice trailed away ; he got up and looked round as if 
to go. '' I suppose you'll trust me with a sight of the 
'little harse' first?" he added cheerily; and Blagow, 
greatly reUeved that Luke had not alluded to the rumours 
afloat, eagerly agreed. 

'* This way, sir," he said, as he moved ahead towards 
a distant loose box ; and in those brief moments Luke 
y 
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nostrils that a woman would have understood, and been 
alarmed at 

He drew out his note-book, and, after thinking deeply, 
pencilled a few lines very slowly, with Blagow's head lying 
on the other end of the bench at which he wrote, and gave 
the paper to San. 

'* Keep this horse hidden for seven days, then make 
arrangements to ship him abroad to Holland to a 
horse-dealer there " (here followed a name and address). 
" Tell him that the horse is a present from Luke Randall, 
Yarrocks, Somerset ; that I wish the transaction kept per- 
fectly secret. All I ask is, that the horse is kindly treated, 
and under no circumstances to be used for racing purposes. 
I will send you a cheque to cover all expenses, and trust to 
your honour never to betray the confidence I am reposing 
in you, to know nothing if inquiries are addressed to you. 
Please extend your hospitality to the lady who brings the 
horse, and convey her to tiie station, or back to town at 
whatever hour she may require. 

"Luke Randall." 

San read the message carefully, then looked across at 
Luke. 

"And if it leaks out that j^ou stole the horse?" she 
said. 

" Then / am the villain," said Luke, cheerfully. " Blagow 
and I concocted the whole fraud between us — anyway, 
Blaise is out of it." 

San drew a deep breath, and held out her hand to 
Luke ; for awhile they look^ into each other's eyes — at 
last San was able to gauge the love she had slighted by 
the sacrifice it made for her. 

" Good old Luke I" she said roughly, or she must have 
wept ; then she took the lantern from the wall, and they 
went into the loose bax» 
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At the sound of her voice Tally Ho whinnied^ and came 
delicately, and cuddled his head into her neck; for a 
moment she almost broke down, then turned him towards 
the door of exitp where Luke was making short work of 
Blagow's elaborate precautions of bars and bolts. Then 
she led the horse out* and Luke put her up astride as he 
had 50 often done, and she waved her hand gaily to htm 
as she rode away. 

He had no fears for her, she had never failed in any- 
thing yet; but he was only a man, and it was too 
dark to see the deadly pallor that betokened acute 
physical suffering. 

" Dear San, brave San," he said, as the echo of the 
hoof-beats died away* 



When she had gone, Luke locked himself into the 
stable, and sat down opposite Blagow, with only one half 
of his task done. He knew that San would safely accom- 
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. . . here was the one great chance in an ignoble life of 
doing something "for the mutual service of mankind" 
something for San — the one clean, pure love of his life. 
He drew out his note-book, and wrote slowly, rather 
illegibly, but with a firm hand, a few lines, and laid them on 
the bench, close to Blagow's head. Then he raised his hand 
to the pocket containing the little bottle that would save 
the man San loved, in the act of raising it, turned sharply, 
as if something had touched him — looked — saw. Suddenly 
his face changed, the bottle fell from his hand — he smiled 
— smiled in sudden gladness, and made a gesture as of 
welcome . . . the Little Old Woman, no longer terrible, 
but pure motherly, had come up very softly with him at 
last, folded her kind arms about him, and, saving him from 
that last and greatest sin, taken him home. 
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that'll rattle us up to town in next to no time." He was 
gone before she could answer him. 

Yes, that was a good idea. The servants had orders not 
to bolt the front door at night when Blaise was likely to 
be late ; she would be able to slip in easily — she closed 
her eyes, and the next moment TuUikins seemed to have 
returned, and be helping her to rise. 

The dogcart lamps illuminated the darkness ; but 
before Tullikins almost lifted her into the cart, she 
said faintly — 

"Tally Ho " 

"Don't you worry about 'im, miss; it can be easy 
managed for you to see him before he's shipped abroad," 
but he was wrong ; two friends went out of San's life that 
night, for ever. 

Probably she had never been driven so fast in her life 
(and she drove pretty fast herself) as on that night, with the 
advantage of perfectly empty roads, and gradually the clear 
night air, the certainty that Blaise was saved, revived her. 
They talked of Luke Randall, and praised him, the man 
showing wonderful tact in not mentioning Major Blundell, 
or the race that Tally Ho was to have run ; he had heard 
the reports, and felt certain that Luke and she had come to 
save the situation. They were at Hill Street before three 
o'clock, and when the man had carefully taken her up the 
few broad steps to the door, he said, " Good night, ma'am," 
in a whisper — what he would have liked to add was, " and 
send for a good doctor sharp ; " but he knew his place, and 
did not venture. 

San held out her hand. "Good-bye, Tullikins," she 
said; "you're a brick." 

He waited till he had seen her enter, then drove smartly 
away. 

" To think of a young lady like *er, marrying a man like 
Mm ; " and he jerked his vibip contemptuously backward. 
*" But if any one can find that bom^ gjffathiin," 
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likes to have everything out with everybody." Her voice 
trailed off, and she sat down abruptly. 

" Well," he said, ** a man who isn't a fool can't help 
noticing things, and the more I saw of Tessa's character, 
the less I liked it ; and the more I saw of yours, the diore 
I liked you. And I began to make comparisons, judging 
you merely as I should horses, there was vice in Tessa, 
and none in you. I've been a blackguard, a d d black- 
guard" — he had come to the sheer, bare bone of him — "and 
my love isn't worth much ; but if there weren't a horse in 
the world, I'd choose you out of all the women in it for my 
wife." 

She heard him from a long way off, but she liked 
the sound of it ; that he had not betrayed her with Tessa 
was very sweet to her. After all, to a woman, that is 
the only thing that matters ; moral turpitude in a man 
touches her far less heavily than personal indignity. 

He kneeled down beside her, and bent his head inward 
to her breast, so that his face was hidden, and his arms 
went tightly round her. 

"San— San. ..." 

But she made no reply; she was unconscious. For 
long hours afterwards^ death and life fought over her body, 
and in the end, one life was spared, and the other taken, 
some one had to pay the penalty for Blaise's sin, for Tessa's 
treachery ; and Luke Randall, and San's little baby paid. 
• ••••• 

When Blagow came to himself the sun was high. 
Staggering to the loose box, he found it empty, and was like 
a raving lunatic — even the dead man sitting at the bench, 
with head bowed on his outstretched arms, could not silence 
him. For the first time in all these jrears to be .found 
false to the trust of Tally no, was to Blagow the end of 
all things. 

" He drugged me, and stole the little harae," he cried 
again and again in his foty to the stablenum 
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happy, he was well cared for, and did useful work ; but he 
never appeared in the racing world again. 

When the unexpected denotUtnent came, and Luke was 
blazoned as the guilty man, Tessa, overwhelmed, crushed 
by Pierce's threat to tell the whole world the part she had 
played towards those who had befriended her, submitted ; 
married a man she despised and hated, and in every day, 
every hour of her life paid the full toll of her treachery. 

Blaise carried his head higher than ever, and much 
sympathy was felt for him in Mrs. Blundell's dangerous 
illness — he had lost his child, his horse, and almost his 
wife, in one day. 

San did not make a good recovery — young and 
healthy as she was, there was much to be thought of, and 
readjusted before she faced life again. Luke Randall's 
death was a great grief to her, for she looked upon herself 
as largely responsible for it (what Blaise felt he never told, 
even to San), and no one knew how strong the mother- 
instinct in that shy heart of hers was. She had pictured a 
boy with Blaise's red head, and her own brown eyes — they 
had talked of him that day in the wood ; at a year old, 
he was to ride in a panier — ^he would soon climb out of 
that on to the pony's back, and it would not be far to 
fall if he slipped, which he certainly would not if heredity 
went for anything. . • . 

That premature motherhood had taught San much ; 
indeed, it reveals to a woman what all the wisest books 
in the world keep hidden from her — and as her child's 
father, Blaise must always have had an overpowering 
claim on her, even if she did not love him — ^as she did. 

Sometimes the greatest sorrow brings the greatest 
good ; but for that experienw Blaise would have gone to 
the end of his existence solid brute all through, and never 
even have known it. But out of that ngony of shame and 
humiliation he emei^;ed a changed man, with the capacity 
for love bom in him with dreadful pangs. He would 
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his utmost strength, and 
not immoral ; he was st 
worldly affairs ; he was m 
he had repulsed Tessa as 
have done, and, but for t 
character sheet was clean 

Of the two women wh 
what ''I am going" me 
clear enough — to obey /^. 
was the little bottle just re 
mad, reckless moment of i 
him under the guise of his 1 
her face at last, tender, lovi 
they looked at Luke? F 
quixotic errand to save Bh 
was the one deception San 
never told her part in the bu 
very much — months of shi 
struggle, of a desperate clut 
feel it slip from him the ne: 
flurry of death. 

When Luke once called 
nearer to the truth than i 
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Blaise rode up to San, and rested his hand on her 
horse's neck. 

"All right, San?" 

"All right, Blaise." 

It was going to be a glorious day. Their eyes met 
and both smiled. It was always to be day between them 
now. 
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DKTor mOmr^ THE PAGEANT OF 
LONTON ; WUh 40 Illustiatioaa in 



VOU X. — ^TO A.D. Z50Qk 

Vol. u.— A.i>. Z500 TO 1900. 
DavU (H. W. CX M.A., Fellow and Tutor 

of Baliiol College, Author of ' Charleaiagne.' 

ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 

AND ANGEVINS: xo66-ia7^ With 

Maps and Illustrations. Demy Bvo, 10s. 6d. 

neL 
Dawjon (A. J.). MOROCCX>. lUusttmted. 

Demy Bvo, zor. 6d. net 
Deane (A. C). See Little Library. 
Delboa (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Cr. 8fw. ax. 
Domoatbenea. THE OLYNTHIACS AND 

PHILIPPICS. Translated by Otho 

HoLUUCD. Cr, Bvo, ar. 6d, 
DeoMatkMies. AGAINST CONON AND 

CALLICLES. Edited by F. Daswim 

Swirr, M.A. Fca/. Bvo. at. 
Dickens (Charies). See Little Library and 

LP.L. 
Dickinson (Bmlly). POEMS. Cr. Svo. 

iS. td. net. 
Dickinson (0. L.), M.A., Fellow of King's 

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 

VIEW OF LIFE. Fourth Edition, Cr. 

Bvo, ax. td. 
Dickson (H. N.). F.R.Met. Soc 

METEOROLOGY. lUustrated. Cr. 8m, 

ax.U. 
Dnke(L4uly). SeeS.Q.S. 
Dillon (BdwardV. See Connoisseur's Library 

and Little Books on Art. 
IMtchfleld (P. H.X M.A.. F.S.A. 
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 

TOWNS. With an Introduction by 

Augustus Jsssopp, D.D. Second Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present Time. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

See also Half-crown Library. 
Dixon (W. M.X M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition, Cr,Bvo. 

9s.6d. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 

BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. Bivo. 

as.6d. 
Dole (N. H.). FAMOUS COMPOSERS. 

With Portraits. Tv/o Volumes. Demy 

Bvo. laA. net, 
Doney(May). SONGS OF THE REAL. 
Cr. Bvo, ys. 6d, net. 
A volume of poems. 
Doofflas (James). THE MAN IN THE 

PULPIT. Cr.Btvo. as.6d,ngi. 
Dowden (3,), D.D.. Lord Bishop of Edin* 

burgh. See (^hnroiunan'a Library. 
Dtfaga (O.)* See Books on Business. 
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Drlwr^ R»\D.D.,D.CL., Canon of Christ 
Chinch. Rtguu ProfcsMr of Hebrew in the 
UniverMty of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8mu 6f. 
8ee also Westminster Commentaries. 

Dfy(WakeUil^). See Little Guides. 

DryfeurstC A. K.X See Little Books on ArL 

DOffald (Cbarieu. See Books on Business. 

DmiflCJ.T)., D.Sc.,aiidMaiidell«(y. A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With ZX4 Illustrations. Second Editi^M, 
Cr. 8fw. V. 6d, 

Donstao (A. B.), R.Sc. See Junior School 
Books and Textbooks of Science. 

DarluuB JTho Bari of). A REPORT ON 
CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Dimv %V0, AS. 6d, fuL 

Oottd^. A.V A POPULAR GUIDE TO 
NORFOLK. Medium ^vo. 6d. mi, 

THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 
coloured Illustrations by Frank South- 
GATB. Cr, Zvo, 6s, See also Little Guides. 

EarlcCJohn), Bishop of Salisbury MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 
j6tHC, as ttstm 

BdmondB (Malor J. B.), R.E.; D.A.Q.- 
M.G. See W. Birkbeck Wood. 

Edwards (Clement). See S.Q. S. 

EdwaitU (W. DonsrUu). See Commercial 
Series. 

Bgan (Pierce). See I. P. L. 

Bgerton (H. B.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
mod Cheap«r Issue. Demy Bvo. ns. 6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also pablished. 

Elialnr (C. O.). See The Little Guides. 

Bllerton (P. Q.). See S. J. Stone. 

BUwood rrtaomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. CRUur, 
M.A. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Eplctetnc See W. H. D. Rouse. 

Bnumufl. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde, 1533. J^ca/. Bva xs. 6d. net. 

Pairbrother (W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition. Cr. Svo, 3s. 6d. 

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF 

ASIA. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Pea (Allan). BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENEH CENTURY. With 
zoo Illustrations. Demy 8vo. tas, 6d. net. 

FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND 
OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF SENTI- 
MENT. With xa Coloured Plates. Post 
x6m0, 9S. 6d, net. 

Penier fSosan). See Little Library. 

PIdler cr. Claxton), M.InsL C.E. See 
Books on Business. 



PleldlafffHeiinr). See Standard Library. 
PInn(8.W.),BlA -^ - - - 



CROMWELL'S 
tory of the English Soldier 
i Wars, the Commonwealth, 



..A. See Junior Examination 

PIrth (C. H.), M.A. 

ARMY: A History < 

dtiring the CivxX ^ 

and the Protectorate. Cr, ZxfO, 6s. 

PIsher (O. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. lUustrated. 
Demy Bvo. xor. 6d. 

PltzQerald (Edward). THERU6AIYAT 
OP OMAR KHAYYAM. Prbted from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- 
mentary by Mrs. Stxphkn Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by^ £. D. Rosa. Cr, 
8ev. or. See also Miniature Library. 

PftzOerald (H. P.> A CONCISE HAND- 
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Ilhastrated. 
Fcap. Bvo. xs. 6d. net. 

Flecker (W. H.), M.A., D.CL., Headmaster 
of the Dean Cose School. Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 
Thb Tbxt op Morning and Evening 
Pravbr and Litany. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Cr. Bvo, as. 6d. 

Hitx(A. W.), M.A., WtUiam Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy Bvo. js. 6d. nst. 

Porteecne (Mrs. 0.). See Little Books on Art. 

Praser (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN ; OR. WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Praser (J. P.). ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With zoo Illustrations. 
Fourth. Edition Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A O)lonial Edition is also published. 

French (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Preudenrelch (Bd. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNSwoRTH Davis, M.A. Second Edititm. 
Revised. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

C. a., and P. C. a. JOHN BULL'S AD- 
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON- 
DERLAND. By CHARI.SS Geakb. With 
46 Illustrations by F. Carxuthbrs Gould. 
Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. is. net. 

Gallaher (D.) and Stead (D. W.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealandera in England. With Ilhtstra- 
tions. Demy Bvo. xor. 6d. net. 

QaUlchan (W; M.). See Little Guides. 

aambado(Oeoffrej, Esq.). See LP. L. 

Oaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library. 

Qasqoet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary's Books. 



Messrs, Methuen's Catalogue 



C^JofcL BATTLES OF ENGUSKKTS- 
TORV. With Dumerous Pbruk ^mmrtk 

jndadtag tKc Souib ATrkkri W*f. Cr. Ip*. 

A filsfORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE, ^«vaJ EMtitm. 
€>-. A*^. If. 6^. 

Qlbbinri (H. d« B\ Lltt.a, KJU IN. 
DITSTBV IN ENGLAND: HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES WuhsMai* fftmrtA 
Editiffm. Drmf Bt-^, iqj. 6< 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. £/rr^ntk Eiiiti^^ RcYiwd. 
With M:*pi !if»l Flans. Cr. Brw. ii. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 

Xti^nJ Ktlitifln. C*-' 6rv. if, 6^^ 
See itlio CjiriLiicTiciAl Series mnd S.Q Si 
alUnn (BdwATd). T H E DECLf N£ AN D 
FALL OF TkE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New £>dittcjn» etlited wiih Nottt,, AppcJi-^ 
di«», iSid Map^ by J. B, Bunv^ MhA-^ 
Liit.D., RcfiiuJ Frofcsftor of Oz«ck it Cam- 
bridge, /« ^Vm r^/mm^s. Zftmy !««. 
Gi// /ji/, &f. 6^. fibA. v4^4?, Cf. Adv. 6;. 

MEMOIRS or MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. Edited by G. Biiiitksc« BtLl^ 



Onv (B. M/Qaeen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UHSKEN TSLAHSLATION- Cn 

QrwrCpriL). B ScTKEPRJNClPLESOF 

MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICrTY: 
an jLlemeniary Text- Book. Witb lAi 

ar««a CO. BACkiMun, M.A., kta T^iow 
pf St. John » Colkirc, Ojtotw NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cr. 

Gre#ii (E^ T.X M.A- Sm aut^au'i 

UbJtry* 
a»efildt«CA. H. JA M.A. A HISTORY 
OF RUMii;: During ttri Lutcr Republic 
and the Early PrbdipMe. /* Sijt V^ttmti. 
D€my%vo. VoL L(i3j-i04ii.c ). i«- A^* 

OrnawvU (Dord)^ Sm; MtEuatuj-e LibfBuy- 
Qrcgpry JR. A.). THE VAULT OF 

HEAVEN. A FoptilAr latroductkn to 

AatToncunv. Ulustr^teid- C*. Sd^ *£- ti^. 
Qrcffonr (Mivs B. CX Sec Libnrr of 

DevotioUn 
ar«vlU« JHIfior. A MODERK JOURKAU 

Edited by J. A. SpmHDES. Cr. Ivw^ 

^. &/, ji^^ 
Grubb(H.C:)L SeeT«tbool»ofTaclm*>kwT. 
Oulney (Uul»a L}* HURRELL 

FRt5UDK: Memomnd* and Coiaa 

Illustrated. D^my tivs^ xq*, 6(C ntt. 
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(CHffordX READING AND 

READERS. Fcap. 8«w. is. td, 

Hawthorne (N«thaiilelX See Little Librar>'' 

HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Cr. Bvo. js. net. 

Heotb rPrank R.). See Little Guides. 

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library. 

Hello (Brnest). STUDIES IN SAINT- 
SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Ckawpord. Fcap Bvo. 3*. 6d, 

Henderson (B. W.X Fellow of Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Illustrated. Ntw and duaptr 
iisue. Demy 8vo. -js. 6d. nei. 

AT INTERVALS. FcapZvo, ^s. 6d, tut 

Henderson (T. P.). See Little Library and 
Oxford Rioffrapbies. 

Henley (W. E.). See Half-Crown Library. 

Henson(H. H.), B.D., Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLIC CHRISTIANITY: As Illus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical awd 
Social Sermons. Cr. Bvo. 6f. 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fca/. Zv0. 
M.6d, 

Herbert (Qeorgre). See Library of Devotion. 

Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 

Hewlns (W. A. S.), 6.A ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr. 8w. 

9S.6d. 

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 

A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Fcmp. 

Bvo. 3X. 6//. nei. 
Hevwood (W.i PALIO AND PONTE : 

A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 

Royal Bvo, six. rut. 
Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books. 
Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technok>gy. 
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's 

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 

Cr. Bvo. 3J. 6d. 
Hilleffas (Howard C.\ WITH THE 

BOER FORCES. With 94 Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Cr. Bvo. is. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
I iirst (P. W.) See Books on Business. 
Ilobhonse (EmUy). THE BRUNT OF 

THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A Colonial F^ition is also published. 
Hobhottse(L. T.), Fellow of CCC, Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy Bivo. xor. 6d, net. 
Hobson(J. A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A Stu<ly of Economic Principles. 

Cr, 8tv. 9*. 6*i. net. 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. StxtJ^EdiiiM. 

Cr. Bvo. 2J. 6d. 
HodffUn (T.). D.C.L. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

A 



HodgsonfMrs. W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Seemd 
Editwn, Post Bvo, 6f. 

Hon nrhomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 
AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Strkatfbild. Fcap, 8fv. a«. tut, 

Hoiden-Stone (O. de). See Books on 
Business. 

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.CI.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND^ being a 
Personal Record of Twentv Years. Illns- 
trated. Demy Bvo, 10s. 6a. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Holdsworth (W. S.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two yolumes. 
Vol. I, Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 

Holland (Canon Scott). See Libraiy of 
Devotion. 

Holt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU- 
LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success. 
Cr. 8tw. y. 6d, neL 
A Colonuil Edition is also published. 

HolyoakeCQ.J.). THE COOPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Fourth Editiam. 
Cr, Bvo. as. 6d. 

Hone(NathanlelJ.). See Antiquary's Books. 

Hoppner. See Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Classical Translations. 

Horsburgh (E. L. S.). M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. is. See alio 
Oxford Biographies. 

Horth(A. C). ^e Textbooks of Technology. 

Horton(R.P.),D.D. See Leaders of Relijdon. 

Hosle (Alexander). MANCHURIAWith 
Illustrations and a Map. Second Edition, 
Demy Bvo,^ js. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

How (P. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraiu and Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo, js. 6d, 

Howell (0.). Sees. Q. S. 

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIAI^ OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 
Demy Bvo, xks. net. 

Hughes (C B.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Anthol- 
With a Preface by Sionby Lkb. 
>emy Bvo. 3s. 6d. net. 

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vbrnon Rsmdall. LeettAer. 
Royal 22mo, 2S. 6d. net. 

Hutchinson (Horace O.) THE NEW 
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 
50 Pictures by Walter Tyndale and 4 
by Miss Lucy Kemp Welch. Lmrge 
Demy Bvo. 91s.net. 

Hutton (A. W.). M.A. See Leaden of 
Religion and Library nf Devotion. 

Hutton (Edward). THE CITXSS OF 
UMBRIA. Wi«fa BUiny Ilkntralioos, of 
which aoare in Cofoor, by A Pisa. Second 
Edition. Cr.Bivo,^ 6s. 

A Coloeal Edition i.« also published. 
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ENGLISH LOVK POKMS. Kdited with 
an Introduction. Fcm^. 809. 3f. td, tuU 

Hiittoii(R. H.>. See Leaden of Religion. 

Hattoo (W. HA M.A. THE LIFE OF 
SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
S$comd Edition, Cr, 8cw. $$, See abo 
Leaders of Religion. 

Hy«tt (P. AA A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Dtmybv^. 7s. 6d. tut 

IbMS (Hearik). BRAND. A Drama. 
Translated hy Wiluau Wilson. Tktrd 
Edition, Cr, 8r«. u. 6d, 

log* (W. RA M.A., Fellow and Tutw of 
Hertford cSlege. Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1809. Dtmv 8<w. xas, 6a. mt. See also 
Library of l5evotton. 

lBiiM(A.D.),M.A. AHISTORYOFTHE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr, 8w. 6*. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Dtmy 8fw. xos. 6d, mi. 

Jackson (C. B.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Jackson (S. X M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Jackson (P. Hamilton). See Little Guides. 

Jacob (P.), M.A. See Junior Elxamination 
Series. 

Jeans (J, Stephen). See S. Q. S. and Busi- 
ness Books. 

Jeffms(D.Owyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI- 
CALS. Described and Illustrated with 24 
Coloured Pictures. Sup4r Royal \6mo. xr.6</. 

Jenks (B.). M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Cr. 8w. m. 6rf. 

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art. 

Jessopp (AngostosX D.D. See L«Mlers of 
Religion. 

Jevons (P. B.), M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield's Hall. Durham. RE- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Zvo, 
3f. 6d. lut. 

See also Churchman's Library and Hand* 
books of Theology. 

JohnaonfMrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD- 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. DemyZvo. 10s.6d.n4t. 

Johnston (Sir H. H.). K.C.B. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearlv aoo 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Third Edition . 
Cr. 4to. j8x. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Jones (R. Crompton). MA. POEMS 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
Eleventh Edition. Fca^.Bvo, 2s.6d.net. 

Jones (H.). See Commercial Series. 



Jallan (Lady) ol Norwich. REVSLA^ 
TIONSOF DIVINE LOVE. Edited br 
Gracb Wakkack. Cr, 8o#. v. 6d. 

Jnvenal. See Classical Translations. 

'Kappa.* LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 
A Plea for Reason in Edocatioo. Cr. 8tw. 
y. 6d. n€t. 



l(M.). SeeS. Q. S. 
IniriJ. PAD.D. THEi 
THETEUCHARIST. Cr.Ufo. y.6d. 



KeatlnjrJJ. P.XD.D. THE AGAPE AND 



Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P.. and 
Bellot (Httffh H. LO. THE MINERS' 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES 



REGULATION ACl'S. Cr. ^o. a*. 6d. n€t. 
"COMMERCE IN WAR. Demyivo. ais. 

n4i. 
Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library. 



Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin* 
court, M.A. Demy %oo. js. 6d. net. See 
also Little Library, Standard Library, and 
E. de Selincourt. 

KebIe(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an I ntroduction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated 
by R. Anning Bblu Third Edition, Eca/. 
wo. $s. 6d. : peuUUd morocco^ 5<. See also 
library of Devotion. 

Kemjls rrhonuw k\ THE IMITATION 
Of CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dban Fakkak. Illustrated by C M. Gbkb. 
Third Edition, Fca^.Zvo. %s. 6d.; padded 
morocco, Ks, 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr. 
Zvo. 3«. 6d. See also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr. 8w. v. 6d net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Kennedy (James Honghton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
DubUn. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THI ANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

Kestell (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 
FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex- 
periences of J. D. Kbstkll, Chaplain to 
(General Christian de Wet. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Klmmlns (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illua- 
trated. Cr. Svo. a*. 6d. 

Kin^Iake (A. W.). See Little Library. 

KIplinff (Rttdyard). BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. 7in/ Thousand. Twenty 
first Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. 6:imi Thousand. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. 9vo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE FIVE NATIONS. 41J/ Thomand. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

A Colonial Edition i% also published 

, DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Knight (Albert B.). THE COMPLETE 
CRICKETER. Illustrated. Demy Bvo, 
jt. 6d. net, 
A Colooial Edition is also published. 
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r (R. J.), M.A., ProfiMor of New 
It Bxcgotis at King's College, 
See Westminster Commentaries. 
Laoib (Ctuu-lM and MmryX THE WORKS 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated. 

InS^veny^imtms, DemrBva. yx. 6</.««cA. 
THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas. 

See also Little Library. 
Lambert (P. A. H.X See Little Guides. 
L«illbros(ProfeMorX See Byzantine Texts. 
LMie-PooIe/Stanley). A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 

Illustrated. Cr. Bw, 6t, 
LuifbridM(P.),M.A. BALLADSOFTHE 

BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enteranse, 

Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition, 

Cr, %V0. ex. 6d. 
Law (WllUamV. See Library of Devotion 

and Standard Library. 
Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 

SHIRE. A Biography. With za Illustra- 
tions. DtmvBvo, X9S, 6d.net 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Le Braz (Aoatole). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. Translated by Frances M. 

GosTUNC Illustrated in colour. Second 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
LceCCairtalii L. MelYlUe). A HISTORY 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr, Bvo, 

xs. 6d. net. 
U&hCPercivai). THE COMIC ENGUSH 

GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 

of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 

Lbbch. Post i6mo. as. %d, not. 
Lewea(V. B.),M.A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated. Cr. Zoo, as, 6d, 
Lewis (Mrs. awyo). A CONCISE 

HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS. 

Illustrated, /"cf^. 8c^. ^« 6d, net. 



College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 

BUILDER. Second Edition. Cr, Boo. 

3X. 6d. 
THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

Cf, Bve. 6s. 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

of Devotion. 
Locker (P. ). See Little Library. 
Longfellow (H.W.). See Little Ubrary. 
LoHnier (George Horace). LETTERS 
I A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 



I' i/t€tnth Edition, Cf. 



FROM 

TO HIS SON. 

Btfo. 6s. ^ 
A Colonial Eklition is also published. 
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. 

Cr, Bt'o, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Lover (Samuel). See I. P. L. 
B. V. L. and C L'a ENGLAND PAY BY 

DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 

Effifckacy. IHustratedfayC^aoKOBMoMiow. 

Fourik Sdiiimu Fcm^^, u,not. 



^ VA THE UFS OF CHARLES 
LAMB, with numerous Portraits and 
Illustrations. TJkird Edition, Ttoo Vols. 
DemyBioo, ais.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which ao are in Colour 
by Hbrbbkt Makshall. SixtA Edition, 
Cr. Bv0. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- 
farers. Tenth Edition. Fcei^. Bvo, 5«. ; 
India Papey^ is. 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY<TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Editton. J-ca/, 
Bvo. 5*. : India Paper^ 7*. 6d. 

Lucian. See Classical Translations. 

Lyde (L. W.X M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Lydon (Noel S. \ See Junior School Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.Mrs.A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. Cr. Bvo. as. td. 

JVLM. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO 
WEAR. Cr. Bvo. \s. net. 

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
tague, M.A. Three Volnmes. Cr. Boo. \Bs. 
The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M*Anea(J. B. B.X M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacCaUech (J. A.X See Churchman's 
Library. 

MacCann(PloreiiceA.). MARY STUART, 
^th^over 60 Illustrations, including a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy \oo. 
lor. 6d. neL 

A Colonial Edition is also published. See 
also Leaders of Religion. 

McDennott(B. R.). See Books on Business. 

M*Dowall(A. S.). See Oxford Biopaphies. 

Mackay(A. M.). See Churchman'sLibrary. 

Magnus (LanrieX M.A. A PRIMER 0¥ 
WORDSWORTH. Cr.Bve. as.6d. 

Mahaffy (J. P.). Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Mait]and(P. W.), LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. RoylBve. 7s. 6d. 

Maiden (H. B.X M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cr. Bvo. v. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. F{/ih Edition. Cr, 8e». 
is.6d. 

A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. is, 6d. 

Marchant (E. C), M.A^ Fellow of Peter- 
house. Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
L(X}Y Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 3s. 6d, 

MarctaantCC. BO). M. A., and Cook(A. M.). 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 



TRANSLATION. 
Bvo, %s»6d. 



Third Edition. Cr. 
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HUrlaw« <ChrlstoplMr). See Standard 
Library. 

tii»"i''B.\r^s., r now o^^» ^i; 

lese, Cambnaee. TH£ aUKMilriv^ 
STUDY OF SCENERY. SecomdEditUm, 
Illustrated. Cr. 8r*. 6*. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated. 
Cr, 8iv. ts. 

IVUrvell (Andrew). See Little Library. 

MMefleld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S TIME. Illustrated. Cr, 8cw. 
3«. 6d. ngt. 

ON THE SPANISH BlAlN. With Por- 
traiu and Illustrations. Dtmy 8cv. zof . 64L 
tut. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Maskell (A.). See Connoisseur^s Library. 

Mason (A. J.X T^-^* See Leaders of Religion. 

]l«M«ee(aeorjre>. THE EVOLUTION OF 
PLANT LI FE : Lower Fonns. Illustrated. 
Cr, 8tv. 9f . 6d, 

IVUMinger (P.). See Standard Library. 

BIUwterman(C.P.O.).M.A. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cr. 
Zvc. 6s. 

IVUtheson (Mrs. E. P.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Feap. Zvc. 2x. 6d. tut. 

May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 
Second Edition, ^io. is. tut. 

Mellows (Emma S.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr, 
Bvo, 3«. 6d, 

Methnen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 

OF SOUl H AFRICA. Cr, Zw. zt, net. 

AlioCr.^o. yl.tut. 

A revised and enlarged edition of the 

author's 'Peace or War in South 

Africa.' 

ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six- 
TBKN Letters to the Right Hon. 
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8fw. yl. net. 

MkhelUB. B.). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other Illus- 
trations. Demy Sew. xos. 6d, 

Mfflais (J. a.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which a are in 
Photogravure. New Edition. Demy Zvc. 
fs. td. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

MIlUn (O. P.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 
ING. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 3*, 6d, net. 

MnUs (C. T.X M.I.M.E. See Textbooks of 
Teduiology. 

Milne (J. Q.\ M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Ilhittrated. 
Cr, §ve. 6c 



Mntaa (MkaX THE POBM8 OF, BOTH 
ENGLISH^UfD LATIN, ( "" ^ 



times. Printed by his true C o p i ci . 

The Songs were set in Mustek by^Mr. 

Hbnxt Lawks, Gentlenoan of the Kings 

Chappel, and one of His Miyesties Pri¥ate 

Mustek. 

Printed and puhlish'd according to Order. 

Printed by Ruth Raworth for Huu- 

rHRET MosBLBY, and are to be sold at the 

signe of the Princes Armes in Pauls Church* 

]rud. 1645, 

See also Little library. Standard Library, 
and R. F. Towndrow. 
MlncbinfH.O.M.A. SeeR.PeeL 
Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 
OF BIOLOGY. lUustrated. SeemtdEdi- 
tiott, Cr. Bve. 6s. 
Mltton Oa. B.). JANE AUSTEN AND 
HER TIMES. With many Portraits and 
Illustrations. Siccnd Editien, DemyZv. 
lor. 6d, net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
•MoflfA.).' See Books on Business. 
Moir (D. M.X See Little Library. 
Mon^ (U 6. Chiozza). RICHES AND 
POVERTY. Secend Edition Demy Zvo. 

Montalffne. See C. F. Pond. 
Moore(H. E.). See S. Q. S. 
Moran (Clarence 0.). See Bookson BuMness. 
More (Sir ThomaaX See Standard Library. 
Morini (W. R.). Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 

With Maps andPlans. Cr.Zvo. y. 6d 
Morlch {R. J.), late of Qifton College. See 

School Examination Series. 
Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 

With many portraiu and Illustrations. 

Demy Zvo. i9s. 6d. tut, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Morris (J. E.). See Little Guides. 
Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod- 

rick. 
THE MOTOR YEAR-BOOK FOR 1906. 

With many Illustrations and Diagrams. 

Demy Zvo. is. 6d. tut, 
Monle(H. C. d.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur- 

ham. See Leaders of Religion. 
Muir (M. M. Pattlson), M.A. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. IHustrated. 

Cr. Zvo, 9X. 6d. 
Mundella (V. k.\ M. A. See J. T. Dunn. 
Monro (R. ), LL. D. See Antiquary's Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See I. P. L. 
Neal(W.a.). SeeR.N. HalU 
Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 

of Devotion. 
NichoU (J. B. B.). See LHtle Library. 
NIcklln (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS INTHUCYDIDES. Cr. 8ew. v, 
Ntawod. SeeLP.L. 
Noffate (a. Le Q.). SIR WALTER 

SCOTT, nhistrated. DemyZin, 7t.6dLm$i. 
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, _ (B. W.V THB GREAT 

SIEGB : The lovcsuneot and Fall of Port 
Arthur. Illustrated. J)£m9B90, zot.6tLiui. 

Nortbcote (JamM> R.A. THE CONVER. 
SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE, 
R.A., AND JAMES WARD. Edited by 
Ekmbst Flbtcmbk. With many Portraits. 
^ titty ZvOt I or. 6<^ 

NorwaarfA. H.). NAPLES. WUhasCol- 
oured Illustrations birMAURiCB Gioupmi* 
HAGBN. A New Edition. Cr. 800^ fir. 

NovaUs. THE DISCIPLES AT SAlS AND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 
Una Birch. Fcap, Siw. ^ 6d, 

ddfleld (W. J.X Canon of Lincoln. A 
PRIMER OF RELIGION. Fcap 9oo. 
as. td, 

Oliphant (Mrs. )• See Leaders of Religion. 

OnumCC. W. C), M. A, Fellow of All SouU* 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 
WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages, from 
the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus- 
trated. Demy Zvo. zor. 6d, net» 

Ottley (R. L.X I>.I>* See Handbooks of 
Theology and Leaders of Religion. 

Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of ReKgion. 

Owea (Donglat). See Books on Business. 

Oxford (M.N.). of Guy's Ho8|»taL A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Third Editum. 
Cr. Sew. 3X. 6d. 

Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Dtmytmo, zsx. 

PaIner(Prederlck>. WITHKUROKIIN 
MANCHURIA lUnstrated. Third 
EdiH^n, Demy Bve. _ 71. 6d, met. 
A Colonial Edition ts also published. 

Pwkor (OUbert). A LOVER'S DIARY. 
Fca^,Bv0. ss. 

Pftrkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. Fca/.Bva, %t,6d. 

ParklnconCJohn). PARADISI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. FeHo, £3, y. me^ 

Pswmeiiter(John). HELIO-TROPES, OR 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 
Edited by Pbrcival Landon. Qumrto, 
y, 6d. net, 

Parmentlor (Prof. Leon). See Byxantine 
Texts. 

PMOCsI. See Library of Devotion. 

Pwtoa (Ooorge). SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURES IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. Imperial Quarto. £^, i»r. td, 
net See also Little Books on Art and I. P. L. 

PaterMMiCW. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S 
QUESTIONINGS. Cr. 8w. jt. 6d. net. 

PlrttertoofA. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. IHustrated in 
Colour by F. Southoatb. Second Fdiiiffm, 
Cr.dp^ 64, 



NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of obaenrations on the Birds, 
Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and stalk- 
eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species. Viath 
xa Illusbrations in colour, by Fbank 
SouTHGATS. Secctid Editum. Cr. 8mw 6c 

PoacOGk(N.). See LitUe Books on Art. 

Pearce (B. H.X M.A ANNALS OF 
CHRlSrS HOSPITAL. Ilhistrated. 
Demy 8cv. 7s, 6d. 

Peel (RobertX and Mliichin (H. C.), M.A. 
OXFORD. With zoo Illustrations in 
Colour. Cr. Zv^ 6s. 

Peel (Sidney), late FeUow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
missitm on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. See^md 
Edition. Cr. 8cv. xs. 6d. 

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Petrie(W.M.PUtider8XD.CL., LL.D..Pk>- 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from thk 
Earubst Times to thk Prksbnt Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Cr. 
2vo. 6s. each, 

Vou I. PiuiHisTonc TiMBS TO XVItk 
Dynasty. Fi/th Edition, 

Vol. II. Thb XVIIth and XVIIIth 
Dynastibs. Fourth Edition, 

Vol. iil XIXth to XXXth Dynastibs. 

Vol. IV. Thb Egypt op thb Ptolbmibs. 
J. P. Mahafpv, LittD. 

Vol. y. Roman £gypt. J. G. Milnb, M.A. 

Vol. VI. Egypt in thb Middlb Agbs. 
Stanlby Lanb-Poolb, M.A. 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr. 
Bvo. 9S. 6d, 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
ELAMARNATABLETS. Cr.Svo. as.6d. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. lUustxated by Tris- 
tram Elus. In Ttvo Volumes. Cr, tvo, 
xs. 6d. each, 

ECJyPTIAN decorative art. With 
zao Illttstxations. Cr, Svo. js. 6d. 

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

PhUlpotU OBden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by T. Lby Pbthy- 
BRiDGB. Second and C/ua^er EdsHon, 
Larre Cr, Sew. 6s, 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONa 
Illustrated by Claudb Shxppbrsom. 
Cr, ^to. ST. net, 
A volume of poems. 

Plefuuu* (PhlUp). WITH STBYN AND 
DE WET. Second Edition, Cr. 8«ff. 
is.6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Plarr rVictorO.) and Walton (P. W.). A 
SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE- 
SEX. Ilhistrated. Cr. tvo, is, 6d, 

Plato. Sea Standard Library. 
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THE CAPnVI. Edited, wMi 

an Introdnctioa, TcxtMd Notes, and a Con- 

mentanr, by W. M. Liia>SAV, FaUow of 

Jtetu Collage, Oxford. Dtmyho^, zoa.6A 

tuU 
Ptowdea-Wardknir (J. TX B.A^ Ring's 

College^ Cambridge. See School Ezaimna> 

ticn Senes. 
Pttdmore (Pnuik>. MODERN SPIRI- 

TUALISM. 7fM Volumit, Dtt^yUfO, 

SIX. mt, 
A History and a CrUidsm. 
Poer (J. Patrick Le), A MODERN 

LEGIONARY. Cr.8a». 6#. 
A Colonial Edition is also poblishad. 
Pollard (Alloe>. See Little Books on Art. 
PoHard(A.W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 

Illustrated. Demy ^00. jt.tiLtuU 
Pollard (Bll2a P. >. See Little Books on Art. 
PloUock (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 

Business. 
Piwd (C. P.). A DAY BOOK OF MON- 

TAIGNE. Edited by. Fcm^Zoc y. 6d. 

m$t. 
Potter (M. C). M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 

BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 

Illustrated. Second Edition, Cr, %vo. 

is,6d. 
Power (J. O'ConnorX THE MAKING 

OF AN ORATOR. Cr,%vo, 6*. 
Pradeau (O.). A KEY TO THE TIME 

ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 

COMEDY. With a Dial. Swtall quarto, 

y. 6d. 
Prance (0.>. See Half-Crown Library. 
PreM0tt(0. L.> ABOUT MUSIC, AND 

WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cr, 8tw. 

v. 6d, net. 
Price (L. L.), M. A., Fellow of Oriel College. 

Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. FourtA Edi^ 

tion, Cr. Bva. 2s. 6d. 
PrUnroce (Deborah). A MODERN 

BCEOTIA. Cr.Bve, 6s, 
Pngln and Rowlandson. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 

Miniature. With 104 Illustrations in 

colour, /h Three f^o/nmes. Small ^to. 

'Q'f(;AVT?Q'uUler Coach). See HalfCiown 
Xiorary. 

Qoevedo V111efl:as. See Miniature Library. 

a.R. and E.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. Cr. 8cw. 6*. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

RKkham (R. B.X M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Randolph (B. W.), D.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

RaBnle O). W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. bifo, 
y.6d. 



totor onNev^&M^ OxML DOC- 
TRINE >ND D£VHX>PMENT. Cr. 
990. 6t. 

IjnmBM, Baq.). Sae LP.L. 
"-falter). A SCHOOL 
OF SOMERSETSHIRE 
Illustrated. Cr, Boo. xs. 6d, 
A Real Ptoddy. . Sae LP-L. 



Kawvlame (UnrfOi 
itajMiail (Walter 
^HISTORY OF 



(W.)^M.A. SeeS.Q.& 

Redferm (W. B.), Aathor of^ Ancient Wood 
and Iron work in Cambridge,' etc. 
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely 
Illustrated in colour and half'toaa. Qtmrto, 
£; ar. net, 

Reynoldc. See Little Galleries. 

«Rbodes(W.B.). A SCHOOL HISTORY 
OF LANCASHIRE. Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 

Roberts (M.E.). Sec C C Channer. 

Rohertsoa <AA D.D^ Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEL The Bamptoo 
Lectures of 1901. Demy Boo, tax. 6d. net, 

Robortaoa fCC Orant). M. A., FeUow of All 
Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Moderr History, Oxford, 
X001.1904. SELECT S'lATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITXniONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, Z660-1832. Demy Bvo, xor. 6d, 
net. 

Robertson (C. Qrant) and Barthotomew 
jJ. a.\ F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQnmrto, 
Ax.6d,net. 

RoberUoa (Sir O. S.X K.CS.L See 
Half-Oown Library. 

RoMnsonCA. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Robinson (CecUla). THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc- 
tion by the late ArchlMshop of Canterbury. 
Cr, Bvo, %t. td, 

Robinson (P. S.). See Connoisseur's Library. 

Rochefoncaald(La). See Little Ubrary. 

RodweU (a.X B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Walthr Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fca^, 9vo, y. td. 

Roe (Fred). ANCIENT COFFERS AND 
CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. Illustrated. Quarto, Z3, 31. net, 

OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many 
Illustrations by the Author, including a 
frontispiece in colour. DemyZvo, jot,6d, 
net. 

Ronrs (A. O. L.X M.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Roscoe (E. 8.). ROBERT HARLEY, 

EARL OF OXFORD. Ilhtstrated. Demy 

8m. 7S,6d, 

This is the only life of Harley in 

See also Little Guides. 
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Rom (Bdwwd). THK ROSE READER. 

Ilhistrmtc^ Cn 8tv. ai. 6d. Also i» 4 

Parts. Pmrts I, and 11. 6d. each ; Part 

IILU,: PartlV.iod, 
Room <W. H. DA WORDS OF THE 

ANCIENT WISE: Tbooghts from ]^- 

tetos and Marcos Anrelins. Edited oy. 

Pcap» faff, w. ^tL Hst» 
Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 

DRUG TRADE. Second and Ckgs^^ 

Edition. Cr, Sew. u. mU 
Robie (A. B.), D.D. See Jtmior School 

Books. 
RumH (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 

With Illustrations by F. Bxamgwvn. 

Fourth Edition. Cr, boo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
St. Aaslofli. See Library of Devotioa 
St. Aognstliio. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Cyreo (VIoooaiit). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 
St. Praiicls of AMiti. See Standard 

Library. 
'Said* (H. Mmiro). REGINAI.D. Steond 

Edition. Fcap. Zvo, ar. &/. not. 
Saloo (St. PraacU de>. See Library of 

Devocion. 
SataHm (A. L.>. A POPULAR GUIDE 

TO DEVON. Medium Zvo. 6d. net See 

also Little Guides. 
Sargeaat (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illostraked. 

Demjr Zvo. js. 6d. 
Sathaa (C). See Byxantbe Texts. 
Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts. 
Scott (A. M.> WINSTON SPENCER 

CHURCHILL. With Portraits and IHus- 

trations. Cr. Zvo. 3*. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Soel«r(H.a.X F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 

AIR. Illustrated. Cr. Ivo, 6t. 
Sella (V. P.X M.A. THE MECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. 9vo. 

9S.6d. 

Solotts (Bdmoiid). TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Osd. 
Six/Jk Edition. Fcap.bvo. 2s, 6d. 

Settle (J. M.). ANECDOTES OF 
SOLDIERS. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Shakeapeare (Wllltam). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1693; 163s; 1664; 
1685. Each Four Guineas net, or a com- 
plete set, 7\oeioe Guineas net. 
Folios 3 and 4 are ready. 
Folio 2 is nearly ready. 

Tbe Arden Shakespeare. 

Demy 8tv. ax. 6d. net each volume. 
General Editor, W. J. Cxaig. An Edition 
of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited 
with a fuu Introduction, Textual Notes, 
and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 



HAMLET. Edited by Edwakd tynmof, 

Litt.D. 
ROMEO AND JULIET. BditMlbyEowAKO 

DowDBN, L!tt.D. 
KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Ckaic 
JULIUS CAESAR. Edi^ 1iy M. Mac- 

MILLAM, MJL 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Moxkton 

Luc& 
OTHELLO. Edited by H. C Haxt. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. 

Baildon. 
CYMBELINE. Edited by Edward Dowdkm. 
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Edited by H. C Hakt. 
A MIDSUMMER NIGHTS DREAM. 

Edited by H. Cuningham. 
KING HENRY V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Edited by W. O. Bxigstockb. 
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Edited by R. Warwick Bond. 
TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by K. 

DSICHTON. 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Edited by 

H. C Hart. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. Edited by Morbton 

LucB. 
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited 

by C. Knox Poolkr. 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Edited by 

K. Dbighton. 
The Little Quarto Sbakeapeare. Edited 

by W. J. Craig. With Introductions and 

Notes. Pott \6mo. In 40 Folusnes. 

Leather, ^rice is. net each volume. 

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. los. net. 
See also Sundard Library. 
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 

Zvo, 9S. 6d. 
Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould. 
Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). Sm Little Books on 

Art. 
Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 

SONATA. Cr.Bvo. s*- 
Shellev(PercvB.>. ADONAIS ; an Elegy 

on tne death of John Keats, Author of 

' Endymion,' etc. Pisa. From the types of 

Didot, z82x. 3X. net. 
Sheppard (H. P.\ M.A. See S. Baring- 
Gould. 
SherweU(ArtharXM.A. SeeS.Q.S. 
Shlpler (Mary E.> AN ENGLISH 

CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD. 

REN. With a Preface by the BiriM>p of 

Gibraltar. With Maps and lilnstrstums. 

Part I. Cr. StHh as. td, net. 
SIchel (WalterX DISRAELI : A Study 

in Personality and Ideas. With 3 Portraits. 

Demy Zvo. \as. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 
SIme (J.). See Little Books on Art 
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SiMWMOO (Q. A.\ FRANCESCO 
GUARD1. With 41 PlatM. Im^trUU 

Skfltchlcj (R. B. D.). See Little Books 00 

Art. 
Sklptoa (H. P. iC). See Little Books on 

Art. 
SliidMi (DooiriMV SICILY: The New 

Winter Resort. With over 300 Illustrations. 

Second Ediiia$u Cr. 8cw. u. net, 
amdl rBvanX M.A. THE EARTH. An 

Introduction to Phyuognphy. Illustrated. 

Cr, Sfw. 9X. 6d. 
SouOwood (M. a.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
SmMlcgr(P. B.). See LP. L. 
South (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 

NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 

and numerous Notes by Edwin Canman, 

M.A. Two velnmes. Demy 8tvi six. 

See also English Library. 
Smith (Horace and JamecV 

Library. 
Smith m. Bompas). M.A. 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC 

ts. 6€U 
Smith (R. Mndle). THOUGHTS FOR 

THE DAY. Edited by. Fcap, ^0. 

3X. 6J. net. 
8ailth(NoweUC.). See W. Wordsworth. 
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOR FOR 

A RAINY DAY: Or Recollections of the 

Events of the Years Z766'x833. Edited by 

WiLFRBD Whittbn. Illustrated. Demy 

tve. I2X. 6d, net, 
SneU (P. J.). A BOOK OF BXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr. Sve, 6s. 
Snowden(C. B.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 

BRITISH HISTORY. Demyirfo. 4*. 6d. 
Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 
Somet (L. A.). See Junior School Books. 
South (Wilton B.),M. A. See Junior School 

Books. 
Soothey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 

Edited by David Hannay. 
Vol I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition, Cr, 



See Little 

A NEW 
Cretan Bvo. 



6s. 



Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenvillo^ 
Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. 8tv. 6s. 
See also Standard Library. 

Spence (C. H.), M.A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Stalev (Bdjrcnmbe). THE GUILDS OF 
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
Eoyn/ 8vo. j6s.net. 

Stanbridgre (J. W.), B.D. See Ubrary of 
Devotion. 

*Stattcllffe.* GOLF DO'S AND DONTS. 
Second Edition* Fcap. 8tv. u. 

Stead (D. W.), See D. Gallaher. 



StAdmaaCA. M. MA M.A. 
INlTIALATINA: EasyLesMOsoB] 

tary Accidence. Ninih EMtion, Fti^ 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Ninih Sdi- 

tion, Cr. %oo, as, 
FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 

adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 

Vocabulary. Sixth EdiHonrevised, z^tmo, 

js, 6d, 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiCSAR. 

The Helvetian War. Second Edition 

time. JS. 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 

Kings of Rome. iBsno, Second Edition, 

IS, 6d. 
EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR ItNSEEN 

TRANSLATION. Tenth Edition Fca/. 

2ve. u. 6d, 
EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 

in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 

Third Edition, Cr.Bno. xs, 
EASY LATIN EXERaSES ON THE 
! SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
' REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 

Vocabulary. Tenth and Cheater Edition, 

re-written, Cr, Zvo. u, 6a, Ori^med 

Edition, 2S. 6d, Kby, 34. net, 
THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE: 

Rules and Exercises. Second Editiott, 

Cr, tvo, IS, 6d, With Vocabulary. a«. 
NOTANDA gUAEDAM: Miscellaneous 

Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 

Idioms. Fourth Edition, Fcap, Bvo, 

ts, 6d, With Vocabulary, ai. Key, as, 

net. 

LATIN v(x:abularies for repe- 
tition : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Thirteenth Edition, Fca/. Btfo, is. 6d, 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
xBmo, Second Edition, is, 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, r^ 
vised, iBmo, ts, 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Cr, 
Bvo, IS. 6d, 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Fcap. Bvo, JS, 6d, 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. B/vo, js. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition, Fcap. Bvo, as, 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Seventh Edition, 
iBmo. Bd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi. 
tion, revised. Cr, 8fw. i*. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edi- 
tion, revised* Fcap, 8m. xx. ( 
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EASY 7RSNCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition, Cr, 800. m. ed. 
Key. v. ntt. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged accnrdiog to Sub- 
jects. Twtl/th Edition, Fcap, 8tw. zi. 
See also School Examination Series. 

Steel (R. BUlott). M.A.. F.CS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE With 147 
lUostratioos. Stcond Edition, Cr. Zvo, 9t,6d, 
See also School Examination Series. 

Stephenson (C.)» of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and Suddards (P.) of . the 
Yorkshire College, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Domv Bvo. Third Edition, 
•js.Sd. 

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr. 8w. ^$.td. 

StemofLeorence). See Little Library. 

Storry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. DemyZvo, 79. 6d, 

Steuart (Katberlne). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Second Edition, Cr. ivo. 6s. 

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETI'ERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sidnsy Colvih. 
Sixth Edition, Cr. Btfo. lat. 

Library Edition. Dem^Bvo. atwls. ass, not, 
A Colonial Edition u also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by Wiluam Strang. Fi^th 
Edition, Cr. Bvo, Buckram. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stxvbnson during 
1887-8. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA. Edited and 
arranged by M. C. Balpour. With many 
Illustrations. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s. net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio* 
graphics. 

Stokes (P. Q,% B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart .nnd P. A. Motteux. With 
a Portrait in I'hotogravure. Cr. Bvo, js, 6d, 
net. 

Stene (S. J.\ POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Eluukton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

Storr (Vernon P.! M.A., Lecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University; Examining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP- 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr, 
Bvo. 5X. net. 

Straker (P.). See Books on Busbess. 

A 



Streano (A« W.X D*D* See Chiircbnwfl^ 
Bible. 

Stroud (H.X D.Sc., M.A. See Textbookt of 
Science. » 

Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many engrav- 
inn. Revised by J. Chaklss Cox, LL.D., 
F.S.A Quarto, strs.not. • 

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Cr. Sew. 6s, 

3turch(F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surtey 
CountyCouncil. MANUAL TRAINING! 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin- 
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, x8^3-z905. Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection. 
With 50 Plates and Z40 Figures. Foolscm^ 

Snckilnff (Sir John). FRAGMENTA 
AUREa ; a Collection of all the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by. And published 
by a friend to perpetuate his memory. 
Printed by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphsbt Mosblby, and 
are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. Paul s Chnrchyud, x6^ 

Suddards (P.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees(R. S.). Seel.P.L. 

Swift (Jonathan). THE JOURNAL TO 
STELLA. Edited by G. A. AiTidnl. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

Symes (J. B.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Second EdiHon. Cr.^90, 
ar. 6d. 

Synipson(B. M.X M.A, M.D. SeeAadent 
Cities. 

Syrett(Nette). See Little Blue Books. . 

Tadtus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction 
Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis, M.A., 
Fca^ Bvo. 9s, 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fu^' 
Bvo. tts. See also Classical Translattons. . 

Tallack(W.). HOWARD LETTERS AND 
MEMORIES. Demy Bvo. ios.6d.moL 

TanIer(J.). See Library of Devotion. 

Taunton (B. L.). A HISTORY OF THE 
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. lUustrated. 
Demy Bvo. 91s. net. 

Taylor (A B.> THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Dem/Bvo. tos.6d.net. 

Taylor ( P. O.), M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Taylor (T. M.). M.A., Fellow of GonWlle 
and Ciaius College, Cambridge. A CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND POUTICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr. Bvo. 7s, 6d, 

Tennyson (Alfred. Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. Churtom Coluns. 
M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churtoic' 
Collins, M.A. Cr, Bvo, 6s. See also 
Little Library. 
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Teny (C. S.). S«« Oxford Biogrwphiet. 
Tertoii(AUce>. LIGHTS AND SHADOWS 

IN A HOSPITAL. Cr, 8w. w. 6d, 
Thiudceray (W. M.> See Little Librarr. 
Theolwld(P.V.X M.A. INSECT LIFE. 

lUttstzated. Second Ed, Rtvited^ Cr, %vo, 

at.6d, 
Thompsoo (A. HA Set Little Gaidtt. 
Tnestoii(lVliiryW.). DAILY STRENGTH 

FOR DAILY NEEDS. TweMEditum. 

Medium jtm9. 9x.6d.Mit, Auo an edition 

in superior bindinsr, 6*. 
Teoipkliis (H. WO, F.R.H.S. See Little 

Guides. 
TDwndrow (R. P.). A DAY BOOK OF 

MILTON. Edited by. Fca/, Siw. 3^. 6d. 

fUt, 

Townky (Ladv Sumui). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 
• Maps. Third Edition, D*my%O0. lox. 
6d,n€t, 
A Colonial Edition Is also published. 

*T07nbee(Pajr«tX M.A., D.Litt. DANTE 
IN ENGLISH LITERATURE. Dtmy 
8ew. XM. 6d. net. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 

Trmch fHerbert). DEIRDRE WED and 
Other Poems. Cr. ivo, 5/. 

TrevelyanCO.M.), Fellow of Trinity Collere, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUART^. With Maps and PUns. Second 
Edition. Demy Zvo. lar. td. net. 

Troatbeck (Q. B.). See IJttle Guides. 

Tyler (B. K,\ B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 
School Books. 

TjreU-Oni (Praacesy. See Little Books on 
Art. 

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Seventh Edition. 
Demy Zvo, zor. 6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Vaoffhan menry). See Little Library. 

V06ff«lin (A.X M.A. See Junior Examina- 
tion Series. 

WaddellCCol. L. A.). LL.D., C.B. LHASA 

AND ITS MYSTERIES. Witha Record 

of the Expedition of 1903-1004. With aooo 

Illustrations and Maps. Demy Zoo, 91s. 

net. 

Also Third and Cheaper Edition. With 

155 Illustrations and Maps. Demy 

Svo. js. 6d. net. 

Wad« rtl. W.), D. D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

Waarner (Richard). See A. L. Qeather. 

WaUfJ. C). DEVILS. Illustrated by the 
Author and from photographs. Demy Bvo. 
it. 6d. net. See also Antiquary's Books. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art. 

Walton (P. W.). See Victor G.Plarr. 

WaKon (Izaac) and Cotton ((Charles). 
See I.P.L., Standard Libnury, and Little 
Library. 



Waroielo(D.S.yan). ONCOMMANDa 
With Portrait. Cr, 8m. jf. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Warren-Vemon (Hon* Wnilam). M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, chiefy based on the Commentary 
of Bbnvbnuto da Imola. Witb an Intro- 
duction by the Rev. Dr. Mookb. la Two 
Volumes. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo. ty, 

w!terlioase(Mrs.Alfred> WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Plaoes. Seeotid Edition, 
Smaii Pott Bvo, 9t, net. See also litUe 

Weath^ead (T. C.\ M.A. EXAMINA. 

TION PAPERS IN H0RA(:E. Cr.Bvo. 

9S, See aJlso Junior Examination Series. 
Webb (W. T.). See UtUe Blue Books. 
Webber (P. C). See Textbooks of Techno- 

WeUs' (Sidn^ H.). Sea Textbooks of 
Science. 

Wells(J.),M. A., Fellowand Tutor ofWadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFK Third Edition. Cr.Bvo, %s.6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sixa 
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Bvo, 31. 6d. 
See also Little Guides. 

'Westminster Gazette' Office Boy 
(Prancis Brown). THE DOINGS OF 
ARTHUR. Cr.^to. 9s.6d.net 

Wetmore (Helen C). THE LAST OF 
THE GREAT SCOUTS (• Buffalo Bill'X 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

WhlMoy (C). See Half-crown Library. 

Whlbley (L.). M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Whitaker (Q. H.X M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

WhItofOilbert). THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 
L. C MiALL, F.R.S.,ass«tedby W. Waxdb 
Fowi.RR. M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s. See also 
Standard I^ibrary. 

Whitfield (E. E.). See Commercial Series. 

Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD D£ 
C O L I G N Y. I llustrated. Demy Bvo, 
Z9X. 6V. net. 

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C, Principal of 
the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 
Cr. Bvo, flx. 6d. 

Whitley (Miss). SeeS.Q.S. 

Whitten ( W. ). See John Thomas Smith. 

WhyU(A. Q,\ B.Sc. See Books on Business. 

Wllberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 
on Art. 

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Sixth 
Editton. Cr. Bvo. jr. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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Wnkliis(W. HO»B.A. SeeS.Q.S. 

WllkliMOii(J. Prome). SeeS.Q.S. 

WUllAiiM (A.). PETROL PETER: or 
Mirth for MocorUu. Illnstnted in Colour 
by A. W. Mills. Diti^ ^to, y, 6d, net. 

WlUlamson (M. Q.). See Ancient Cities. 

WlUlamsonOV.). THE BRITISH 
GARDENER. Illustrated. Dtmjr 809. 
ios.6tL 

WUUaillMMi (W.X B.A. See Junior Ex- 
amination Series, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner's Books. 

Wlllsoii(Beckles). LORD STRATH- 
CON A : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 
Z>MNry 8cw. js. 6d, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

WIlnot-Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF 
EUROPK Cr.8w. Sixth EtL jt. 6J. 

A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. 8va. 31. 6d. 
Sti also Beginner's Books. 

Wilson (Bishop.). See Library of Devotion. 

Wllsoo (A. J.). See Books on Business. 

Wllsoo (H. A.). See Books on Business. 

WUton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PAS- 
TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. Pott 9vo. as. td. 

WInbolt (S. E.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr, 8m. 1*. &/. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid 
to Composition. Cr, 8cw. 3*. &/. Kby, 

WTiidle (B. C. A.), D.Sc, F.R.S. See Ami- 

2uary's Books, Little Guides and Ancient 
jties. 

Wlnterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. See Churchman's Library. 

Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickoty). DAN LENO. Illus- 

tnted. TkirdEditiom Cr. Bv». 6t. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wood (W. BIrkbeck), M.A., Ute Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds 
(Malpr J. E.), R.E., D.AQ.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Spensbr Wilkinson. 
With 34 Maps and Plans. Dgmy 8tv. 
X9s.6d, net. 



Wordsworth (Christophar>. See Anti- 

qnary's Book*. 
Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS OF. 

With Introduction and Notes by Nowbll 

C SioTH, Fellow of New CoUego, Oxford. 

In Four V9lum*i, Dtmy 8m. 51. net 

eacK See also Little Library. 
Wordsworth (W.) and Coioridgo (8. T.). 

Sec Little Library. 
Wriffht(Arthar)b M. A., Fellow of Queao's 

College, Cambridge. See Churcniiuui'i 

Library. 
Wright (CaordoaX SeeDantt. 
Wright (J. C>. TO-DAY. Fcap, z6m#. 

xr. mt. 
Wright (Sophlo). GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fcm^ ^00. 

xs.td. 
Wrong (Qoorgo M.), Pirofetsor of Hittoinp 

in the University of Toronto. THE 

EARL OF ELGIN. Illustrated. Dewtf 

%vo, 7s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Wyatt(K«to) and Qloog QVI.). A BOOK 

OF ENGLISH GARDENS. With 94 

Illustrations in Colour. DemyZvff, zor. fir. 

net, 
Wvldo(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. 

with a Map and a Portrait Demj^ Stw. 

X5r. net, 
A Colonial Edition i also published 
Wvndham (Qeorgo). THE POEMS OF 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 

Introduction and Notes. I>emjr 8«w. JBmcM' 

Wyoii(R.). Sc<5 Ha(fH;rown Library. 
Y<ftti (W» B.>. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 

IRISH VERSK. Rrviiwd and EniariU 

Ediiion^ Cr. Sow. jf. td* 
Toung(FfUon). THE COMPLETE 

MOTORIST. Wich 1 38 lUustratiooa. 

Sijcik Edition. D^my Bstf. lar. 6d, nsi, 

A Coloaiial Editian 11 :lUo published. 

ye^nstJT.m.}, THE AMERICAN 

COTTON mDUSTRY; A Study of 

Wsrk and Worker 1. Cr.BtHf, CUtkt9S.6d,; 

/ti/^er fianrdjt ij, 6d. 
Zimmera (Afitonin). WHAT DO WS 

KNOW CONCERNING ELSCTRI. 

ClTVr Fc0fi,Si^ u.6d.mgt. 



Ancient Cities 

General Editor. B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc.. F.R.S. 
Cr, Stffi. 4s. 6d, net. 



CmsTER. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc F.R.S. 

Illustrated by E. H. New. 
SHMtwsBURV. By T. Audcn, M.A., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Cawtbrbury. By J. C. Cox, LL. D. , F.S. A. 

Illustrated. 



Edinburgh. By M. G. WilUamsoB. IllaB- 

trated by Herbert Railtoci. 
Lincoln. By E. Maosel Sympson, M.A.. 

M.D. Illustrated by E. H. NewT 
Bristou By Alfred Harvey. Illustxatod 

by E. H. New. 
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Antiaiuxy's Books, The 

General Editor. J. CHARLES COX. LL.D., F.S.A. 

A series of rolumes dealing with -Tariotis branches of English Antiquities; 
comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate and scholarly. 

Demy %vo. 7j. 6</. net. 



Engush Monastic Lint. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S B. IlltMtrated. 
Third Edition, 

Remains op thb Prsmistoric Agk in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle. D.Sc, 
F.RS. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. 

Old Sbrvics Books of thb Encusk 
Ghurck. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A.. and Henry Littlehales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. 

Cbltic Art. By f. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illttstrattona and Plans. 



AxCHiBOLOGT AND FaLSB AlfTIQUITnS. 

By R. Munro. LL.D. Illustrated. 

Shrinbs op BRrrisH Saints. ByLC Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

Thb Royal Forbsts op England. By J. 
C Cox. LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated. 

Thb Manor and Manorial Rbcords. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. 

Sbau. By J. Harvey Bloom. Illostratod. 



Begiiinefs Books, The 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, a A. 



Easy Frrnch Rhymbs. By Henri Blouet. 
Illustrated. Fcap. 8v0. \s. 

Easy Stories prom English History. By 
E. M. . WiUnot-Buxton, Author of ' Makers 
of Europe.' Cr*%vo, u. 



Easy Exbrcisbs m Arithmbtic. Arranged 
by W.S. Beard. Second Editifitu Fcap.loo, 
Without Answers, I J. With Answers, xj.W. 

Easy Dictation aiid Spelling. By W. 
Williamson. B.A. Fifth Edition, Fca^ 
89M. zx. 



Business, Books on 

Cr. ^00, 2J. 6</. net. 

A series of volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial and 
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable 
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do 
and how they do it. Some are Illustrated. The first volumes are — 

By G. de H. 



Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railways. By E. R. McDermott. 

Thb Stock Exchancb. By Chas. Duguid. 

Second Edition, 
Thb Business op Insurancb. By A. J. 

Wilson. 
Thb Electrical Industry : Lighting. 

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte, 

B.Sc. 
Thb Shipbuilding Industry: Its History, 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By David 

Pollock. M.I.N. A. 
Thb Money Market. By F. Slraker. 
The Business Side op Agriculture. By 

A. G. L Rogers, M.A. 
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson. 
Thb Brewing Industry. By Julian L. 

Baker, F I.C, F.C.S. 



Thb Automobile Industry. 
Stone. 

Mining and Mining Investments. By 
•A. Moil.' 

The Business of Advertising. By Clarence 
G. Moran. Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated. 

Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 

Civil Encinkbring. By T. Claxton Fidler. 
M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated. 

The Iron Trade. By J. Stephen Jeans. Illus- 
trated. 

Monopolies, Trusts, and Kartells. By 
F. W. Hirst. 

The Cotton Industry and Trade, By 
Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commerce in the University of Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 
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Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY] M.A., LittD. 
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 



Zachakiah op MiTVLBNB. Translated by F. 
J. Hamilton, D.D., and £. W. Brooks. 
D*my 8v«. xis.fUL net, 

EvAGRius. Edited by Lton Parmentier and 
M. Bidez. Dtmy %vo* xos, 6d, tut. 



Thb History op Psbllus. Edited by C 

Sathat. Dtmy 8tw. icx. net 
EcTHKsis Chronica. Edited by Profeaaor 

Lambroa. Demy Sw. js. 6^. tut. 
The Chroniclb op Morea. Edited by John 

Schmitt. DimyZtw. 15s. net. 



Churchman's Bible, The 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 
A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding^ as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 

Thb Epistlb op St. Jambs. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford, M.A. /Vra/. tw. is. 6d, 

M§t, 



Thb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 

THB Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 

■on, M.A. Second Edition, Fcap, 8v0. 

IS. 6</. net. 
Ecclbsiastbs. Edited by A. W. Streane, 

D.D. Fcap, Bvo. it. 6d. net. 
Thb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 

THB Philippians. Edited by C R. D. 

Bins, D.D. Second Edition, Pcap Bvo, 

xsTtd, net. 

Chnrchman's 

General Editor, J. H. 

Thb Bbginnings op English Christianity. 

ByW.£.CoUh»,M.A. With Map. Cr.Zvo. 

ye.6d. 
SoMB Nbw Tbstament Problbms. By 

Arthur Wright, M.A. CV. 8w. 6*. 
Thb Kingdom op Hbavbn Herb and Hbrb- 

APTBR. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 

B.Sc., LL.B. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
Thb Workmanship op thb Pravbr Book : 

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 

Dowden, D,D, Second Edition, Cr, 8vo. 

3S,6d. 



Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two 
Volnmet, Fco>p, 8v«. ax. net each. With 
Map. 

Tmb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 
thb Ephbsians. Edited by G. H. Whitakar, 
M.A. Fcetp.Bvo, it,6d,net. 

Library, The 

BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E. 

Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, H.A., LittD 

Cr, %vo, y, 6d. 
The Old Tbstambnt AND THE NbwScholab* 

SHIP. ByJ.W. Peters, D.D. Cr.Zvo, 6r. 
The Churchman's Introduction to thb 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B. A. 

Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d, 
The Church op Christ. By E. T. Green, 

M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac- 

CuUoch. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 



Olassieal Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford, 

Crown Sv0, : 
A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 

Cicero— Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro 



^scHVLUS — Agamemnon, Cboephoroe, Eu< 
menides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 
LL.D. ss. 

Cicero— De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. 
P. Moor, M.A. 3*. 6d, 



Mureno, Philippic 11., in Catilinam). Tn 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 51. 
Cicero— De Natura Deorum. Translated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 3*. 6d. 

iContimted, 
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Classic A I. TRA^SitAno^^t-^/frtdnrnwd^ 

Ctc«»o— De OfHciU. Translated by G^ B. 

Oaxdin^rK ^i.A. si,6J. 
lIoBACK— The Otits ami Epcxlo, TranilsTHl 

by A. D. Godt<?y, M. A» n. 
trLKi^N— Six DiftioBU?* CNTKrtfittt, IcUQ^M«- 

mppu«« The Cock, Th? Ship, Tbfl pAriwite, 

Tbc Lovcf of yjOseheodJ Trwiil*l*d by S. 



T. Irwiu, M.A, jt 6^ 
So p KocLiSr^Elecua aad AJ «. Translated br 

K. D. A. Monhfwd, M.A- k. 6.£ 
Tacit us^AfrifioU and G«rmaak. Trant^ 

I»ie<J by R. &, Town&faend. »*. 6rf 
Thk Satibis or Juvei^al* Trtnilatal by 

S.G. Owen, a^, 6^, 



^ Commercial Sorlea 

Edited by H. vz B. GIBBINS, LittD., M.A. 

Crvwn 8»*, 

A scrips Iniended to assbt itudcnu and yoting men pfepftriue for a oommercia] 
career » }>y supplying u-^cful hajidbooka of a dear and pmcttciLr chontcter, deaJinf 
with ihust subjtds \^hicb are absolutely esseoUiii iti itic business life. 



CnMUKKCIAL ElU'CATinM IN TllinilY AND 

Pkaci ice. \W K. t: Whitfield, M.A, Sf- 

An inirrtiiuriiopi. to Melhu«n*s ConmKn^al 
Scries Lreaiin'k:^ th? ^iic^tioR af Cam Acrtui I 
Kducatiun fully U^m both ibc pdat of view 
Dflhe leachcr Knii of the parent. 
British Comhekck and Colonies from 
F.ui>niMtM TO Vn T^tKiA. By H. dc B- 
Gibbins, Liu Tl . M,A. TMird Editi&n. «. 



A PHmt* or Business. By S. JackioD, 

M. A. rAi>^ tldiii'ifn. I J. 6^. 
Com m Eici a l A h i t h «mt ic By F* C. Taylor, 

M.A. J^tfMriA £djtt>H. iM.6d. 

FSKNtH COHHBRCTAl. CdR VBS I^^Pf D VlVCf. Bv 

S. E, Bally, Witli VocabuUiy. TAini 
£dih*th ■£. 

Gkr»AH C03^1H1LRC1AL COH1tEaH>Ht)KKCE- By 

S. K. Bally, With VooibulAf y, Samd 
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DoTotioii, Th6 Library of 

With lotrodiictions and (where necessary) Notes. 

Small Pott Svo, cloth, 2S, ; leather^ 2s. 6d. net. 

These masterpieces of devotional literature are furnished with such Introductions 
and Notes as may be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author and the 
obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and 
the devout mind. 



The Confessions op St. Augustine. Edited 

by C. Bigg, D.D. Fi/ih Edition, 
The Chkistiam Year. Edited by Walter 

Lock,D.D. Third Edition, 
The Imitation op Chhist. Edited by C. 

Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition, 
A Book op Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. fi.D. Second Edition, 
Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. Edited by C Bigg, D.D. Second 

Edition, 
The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 

D. D. Second Edition. 
A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J, W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
The Psalms op David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. 
Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman 

and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland 

and Canon H. C Beeching, M.A. 
The Inner Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by 

A.W. Hotton, M.A. 
The Thoughts op Pascal. Edited by C 

S. Jezram, M.A. 



On the Love op God. By St. Frauds de 

Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A. 
A Manual op Consolation prom the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

Bum, B.D. 
The Song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The Devotions op St. Anselm. Edited by 

C.C LWebb.M.A. 
Grace Abounding. By JohnBunyan. Edited 

by S. a Freer, M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata. Edited 

by A. £. Bvmi B.D. 
Lyra Sacra: A Book of Sacred Verse. 

Edited by H. C Beeching, M.A., Canon of 

Westminster. 
A Day Book prom the Saints and Fathers. 

Edited by J. H. Bum, B.D. 
Heavenly Wisdom. A Selecdon from the 

English Mysdcs. Ediud by E. C. Gregory. 
Light, Lipe, and Love. A Selection from the 

German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge, 

M.A. 
An Introduction to Thx Dsvotrr Lipe. 

By St. Francis dc Sales. Translated and 

Edited by T. Bams, M.A, 



Methnen's Standard Library 

In Sixpenny Volumes, 

The Standard Library is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 
world, and pardcularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will b« 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series ma^ represent something of the diversity and splendour of our English tongue. The 
characteristics ofTHB Standard Library are four N-i. Soundness op Text. 9. Cheapness. 
3. Clearness op Type. 4. Simplicity. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con* 
tains from xoo to 350 paj^es, and is issued in paper covers, Crown^ 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gilt ^t One Shilhng net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes. 

The following books are ready with the exception of those marked with a t» which denotes 
that the book is nearly ready : — 



The MEDrrATioNs op Marcus AuRBLtui. 
The translation is by R. Graves. 

The Novels op Jane Austen. In 5 volumes. 
Vou I. — Sense and Sensibility. 

Essays and Counsels and The New 
Atlantis. By Fnuids Bacon, Lord 
Verahun. 



Rbligio Medici and Urn Burlm.. By 

Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been 

collated bv A. R. Waller. 
The Pilgrim^s Progress. By John Bunyan. 
Rbplbctions on the French Revolution. 

By Edmund Burke. 
The Analogy op Reugion. Natural and 

Rbvbalso. By Joiq>h Butler, D.D. 

\Continued, 
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The STAffiARD lAliKKKV—C0MtimMi>d. 

Th* PofiMRor Tiiaii^s Ghattwitow, 
vohimt%. 
Vol. I — ^tl!M:elU^{^oai Poetnt 

tViTA NiNtvA. £ly I>ante. TtAiul4ted bto 

EfiiUtb by D G. Rc/swttt 
Tqs* JfiN-as. liy Henrj- Fielding TrebU Vol, 

Thk HisTrtitv OF THB Dkcline and Fall or 
THS R«^MAPI Kmiire- Hy Ed wird Gibbotn. 



la 7 djublt vc turner, 
Vol. \\ is n 



eaiVv ready. 

The Tu£t anj Noie^ have bten revised by 
J. IJ. Bury, LitLD.^btst I he Appendices qf 
the moTv earpeniivi? rJitlon ire not glY«fi, 

ITkK Vtcak QW WxKIS^PIMLEh B/ OllvCT 

The Pokms a nd Pla v*^ or Oi.ive» Goldsmitji. 
Thf; Work 5 nr Tlev Jo^son. 

fVoi.* i»— Tbe Case is Altered^ Every Mm 

in His Humour. Every Mvi out of Uh 

Humour. 

ThcttTt h:i^ hten collated byH- C- Kirt, 
The Poem?^ or Joh n ICaATs- Double volucnre. 

Ibe Text b;L9 been collAted by E. de 

Sclincourin 
ONTiJE Imitation of Chmist. BfThooiu* 

The Lr.in^1:ii1on k by C. l^igj, DD., Cinon 
prChml Church. 



Thh FDi^iti OF JoHi« MtLTON* In i vnlimict. 

Vol. 1,— ParadiM Lost. 
The Pxosb Wcurics or Jomk Miltok, 

Vot. t*— EikotiokUste* AUd Tbe Tenure cf 
Kinjn And Klafi^Erates^ 
Selvct Wok ks or Sir Thomas HotUt^ 

VoU t. —Utopia and Poerat* 
Thr Rii^UBLic Of Plato. Translated by 
SydenhAm And Tavloi-. Double Vnlusne, 
The traaiUtioa bat been reviled by 
W. H. D. Rfluie. 

ThK LlTTLB FlOWCK; Of St. FltAMClt 

Tnnilaled bj W. Heywood. 
Tl« WoiKLS or Wiu^tAH Shakmsfvaxe. Id 

ia volumes. 
Vou i.—The Tempest ; The T*o Gentlenseo 

of Verona ; The Merry Wive* of Windsw ; 

MeAsure for MeAaiin; The Comedy ek 

Errors* 
Vol, 1 1,— Much Ado About Notbin^ ; Lore's 

Labour ^b Lo4t ; A Mi Jmi^^mer Niglat'i 

DreAm ; The MerdiAnt of Venice i As lOU 

Like lu 
Vol, nt.— TheTAming of th* Sbfew; AU'i 

We) I ihat Endi Well; Tweiftli Nigbt ; Tbe 

Winter'* Tale. 
Vol. IV.— The Life and Death ofKinj; Jobn: 

The Tragedy of Kint Richiud ihe Second; 

The FirJit Part of Ring Henry tv. ; The 

Second Part of King Henr 
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lUJOSniATBD PoaUT LiBRAXY OP PlAOT AN2> 

Turn Lips op a Spoktsman. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. 

Handlky Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 
17 Coloured Plates and loo Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. Stamd Sdiiicn, 

Mr. Spomgk's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 

JoRROCKs' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 
Aiken. Second Mdition, 

This volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 
contains Aiken's very fine illustrations 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 

Thb Analysis op the Hunting Fibld. By 
R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates bv 
Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations en Wood. 

Thb Tour op Dr. Syntax in Sbarch op 
THE Picturesque. By William Combe. 
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Tour op Doctor Syntax in Search 
OP Consolation. By William Combe. 
With 94 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Thb Third Tour op Doctor Syntax in 
Search op a Wipe. By William Combe. 
With 34 Cobured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The History op Johnny Quae Genus : the 
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 
By the Author of The Three Tours.' With 
04 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

Thb English Dancb op Death, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor 
Syntax.* Tvto Volumes. 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

TheDanceopLipe: APoem. By the Author 
of 'Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 96 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

LiPB in London : or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and n is 
Elegant Friend. Corinthian Tom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Real Lipe in London: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esqk. and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom DashalL By an 



CoLooRBD Books— tfMs/ftMifA^ 

Ainatear(Pieroe Egan). With 3r Coloiirad 

Plates by Alkea and Rowlandson, etc. 

Tu'o Volumes. 
Thb Lipb op an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 

~ ■ " ~" * Theodorel 



With vf Cobured Pbtesby 1 
and several Designs on Wood. 

The Vicar op Wakepibld. By OHver GoM- 
smith. With 94 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson. 

Thb Military Adventures op Johnny 
Nbwcomb. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Thb National Sports op Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Aiken. 

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of 'national Sports 'by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar. 

The Adventures op a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 34 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstome, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy por Grown Horsemen : Con- 
taining the completest Instructions for 
Walkin|{, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumblmg, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
37 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffirey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real Lipb in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 29 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 

Thb Adybnturbs op Johnny Nbwcomb in 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With x6 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Old English Squirb: A Poem. By 

iohn Careless, Esq. With so Coloured 
'lates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 
*Thb Engush Spy. By Bernard Black- 
mantle. With 79 Colocured Plates by R. 
Cruikshank, and many Illustrations on 
wood. Titw Volumes, 



PLAIN BOOKS 



Thb Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
Illustrated by X9 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William BUke. With an Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. PhillijM, R.A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 



Illustrations op thb Book op Job. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 

These famous Illustrations— 3x in number 
— are reproduced in photogravure. 

iEsop's Fables. With 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. 
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WiKDiOR Cabtlk. Bt W. HAniaoo AiMVottli. 
WLth tff Plam and I? Wocsdcutp iq HwIVti 

Tkk TawKh Of LoMimu. By W. KvtttoD 
AiQiworth. Wlih ^oPtatuftndsfiWoodebU 
in ill]* Tejil by Geofpe Cmiltthank. 

PitANic FaimuccKh By K. K. Sin«d1«y. Witb 
JO PUtb by Geoii? CruLkahuilt 

Havpv Anut. Ily Sac^ucl Lowr. Wftli ^ 
l\]uiira.uon\ by the Author. 



Tme CijwTtjsAT Anglcp* By It«V WjAih 

Wcwtictiti in the Ttxt. 

This vi?|tiin? VI repi^tine! fitKB (be bantt^ 
fid ediclAn cfJtMn Majot oTilf^. 

Tire Pickwick PAftns. B^Oiiirlei DidcAs. 
With the 43 niuvtmttonm by Svymour iuA 
Pbit* (he twa Bum Plfttftv umI the 39 Coo^ 
teospoTAry Ohirbyn Plat?*. 



Junior Braminatlon Series 

Edited bf A. M, M. Stedmak, M.A. Fcaf. Bw>. u, 

Tht; f-QTlts h intended to lead up toth« School E^^^ination Series, And ismieaded 
for the use of tracher,<i and slud«Dts» lo supply TEmterial for the forrnfcr and practice 
for the latter. The papers are carefylly graduated, oover the whole of the £ubwct 
usually taught » and are intended to form part of tbe ordiwtry class work. Tiiey 
may be used vh'd v{f€f or as a written examination. 

JUflOH FllENcH E^CAitflTlATlOlf P^rKRS. By JUHIOit GkEKK EXAMmATIOlff PAFttfeS. By T. 

K- Jacob, M. A. SiCi^mi JilM'tt^* C Wtalhcrhe*d, M.A. 

JgNlQR l.ATEN ElTAMlKATIDK FArSKS^ By C. JUKlOS QtHK^AL InFOMMATIOK EzjLltt»iA' 

G. Rouing^ BA, I^eurthMdiiism. teon Pa^kks. By W, S. BetnJ. 

JuNioK Ki^ausH Examination PArm. By A Kkv to the above. Crvftm Stv. tf, ^ 

W. w;[liamsof..B.A, w#^. 

Junior Arithmftic K?tAi«iwATtoM Papek. Junior G^OGKAfity Examiitaticin PAPkss. 
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LuiMtoMi of BiJWoii 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M JV., Canon of Westminster. 
O*. 8tv. Of. nti. 



With PortraiU. 



A series of short biographies of the 
and thought of all ages and countries. 

Cakdtnai. Nbwman. By R. H. Hatton. 
John Wsslby. By J. H. Overton, M. A. 
Bishop WiLBBsroKcs. By G. W. DanioH, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. B7A.W.Htittan,lC.A. 
Chaklbs Sim son. By H. C. 6. Monle, D. D. 
John Kbblb. By Walter Lock. D.D. 
Thomas Chalmsss. By Mn. OUphant. 
Lancxlot Andrxwss. By R. jL Otdey, 

D.I>. S«eomd E4itim, 

AUGOSTINB op CAMTBItBUVT. By E. L. 

Cnttt, D.D. 



most prominent leaders of leligioiii Ufb 

William Laud. By W. H. Kattoo, M.A. 
Third Rditmm. 

John Knox. ByF.MacCunn. 5'MMM/Af>//#». 
OHN Hows. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
liSMor KSN. By F. A. Clarice, M.A. 
GSOKGS F03C, TRS QuAKSB. By T. HodgkiD, 

D.CL. TkirdEditUn, 
John Domrs. By Avcustiia Jenopp» D.D. 
Thomas Cbanmbs. By A. J. Mason, D.D. 
Bishop Latimsb. By R. M. Carhrle and A. 

J. CarWle, M.A. 
BisROF HoTLBK. By W. A* SpooD tt i M«A. 



Little Bine Books, Tlie 

Geneial Editor, E. V. LUCAS. 

IllmUmUd. D$my i&mc. 2s, td, 

A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertainlni^ or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather wan 
expressed. 



X. Thr Castaways op Mbadowbamk. By 

Thomas Cobb, 
a. Ths BsBCKNirr Book. By Jacob Abbott. 

Edited by £. V. Lucas. 

3. Ths Aib Gun. By T. Hilbert. 

4. A School Year. By Netta Syrtct. 

$. Tkb Pbbues AT THB Capffal. By Rogw 
Ashton. 



6. Thb Tbbasubx op Pbincsoatb Pbioby. 

ByT. Cobb. 

7. Mrs. Babbbbbt's Gbnbbal Shop. By 

Roger Ashton. 

8. A Book op Bad Childbbn. By W. T. 

Webb. 

9. Thb Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb. 



Little Books on Art 

With many Illustrations, Dtmy l6mo. 2s. 6d, net. 

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject tmder treatment and rejecting minute details. These oooks are produced 
with the greatest oare. Each volume consists of about aoo pages, and contains from 
90 to 40 Olustratiosss, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 

HoLSStN. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 
Bubnb-Jonss. FoKtnnte de Lisle. Sttoud 

StUHcn. 
Rsmbbandt. Mrs. E. A. Sb 



Gbsbk Abt. H. B. Walters. Secpml Sdit{9m. 

Boobplatbs. E. Afanack. 

RsYMOLDS. J. Sime. S^emtd Eiiitum. 

RoMNSY. Georoe Pastoik 

Watts. R. E. D. Sketcbley. 

LsKSKTON. Alice Corkran. 

Vblasqobz. Wtlfirid Wilberforce and A. R. 

Gilbert. 
Gbbuzb and Boucmn. Etitt F. Pollaid. 
Vamdyck. M. G. Smailwood. 
TmtNSB. Franoes TTrell-GiU. 
DObsb. Jessie Allan. 
HoppNBB. H. P. K. Sktpton. 



harp 
Conor. Alice Pollard and Etbel Binatlogl. 
tUPHABU A. R. Dryhunt. 
MiLLBT. Netta Peacock. 
Illuminatbd MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
Cmbist in Abt. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
Jbwbllbry. Cyril Davenport. 
CLAims. Edward DiDon. 
Tub Abts op Japan. Edward Dillon. 
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UttlAGallariei^Tlia 

Dtmy i6ifftf. 2J. 6^. net. 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A LrcTUi Gallbry of Rkvnolds. 
A LiTTLB Gallery or Romnby. 
A LiTTLB Gallbry of Hoppnex. 



A LiTTLB Gallbry of Millais. 

A LiTTLB Gallbry of Engusm Posts. 



Little Guides, The 

Small Pott 8w, cloth^ zs, 6d, net; leather^ 31. 6d. net. 



Oxford and its Collbgbs. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Illustrated by £. H. New. Sttftnth 

Edition, 
Cambridgb and its Collbgbs. By A. 

HAmiUon Thompson. Illustrated by K. H. 

New. Second Edition. 
Thb Malvern Country. By B. C. A. 

Wtndle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by E. 

H. New. 
Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by £. 

H. New. Second Edition. 
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated 

byE.H. New. Second Edition. 
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Trontbeck. 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 
Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by 

B. C Boulter. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated 

by B. C Boulter. 
Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould* Illustrated 

by J. Wylie. 
Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
The English Lakes. By F. G. Brabant, 

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Kent. By G. Clinch. Illustrated by F. D. 

Bedford. 



RoMB By C G. BUaby. Illnitnited by B. 

C Boulter. 
Thb Isle of Wight. By G. Clinch. Uns- 

trated by F. D. Bedford. 
Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. lUnstrstMl 

by E. H. New. 
Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Rosooe. lUai- 

trated by F. D. Bedford. 
Suffolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J. 

Wylie. 
Dbrbyshirb. By J. C Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

lUustiatedbyJ.CWall. 
The North Riding of Yorkshire. By J. B. 

Morris, i Illustrated by R. J. S. Bertram. 
Hampshire. By J. C Cox. Illustrated by 

M. £. Piuiwr. 
Sicily. By F. H. Jackson. With many 

Illustrations by the Author. 
Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated. 
Cheshirb. By W. M. Galliahan. Illustzated 

by Elisabeth Hartley. 
Northamptomshirb. By Wakeling Dry. 

Illustrated. 
The East Riding of Yorkshise. By J. E. 

Morris. Illustrated. 
OxFORDSHTRE. By F. G. Brabant. Illus- 
trated by E. H. New. 
St. Paul's Cathedral. By George Clinch. 

Illustrated by Beatrice Alcock. 



Little Library, The 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott Zvo. Each yb/ume, cloth, is. 6d. net ; leather ^ 2s. 6d, net. 

A series of small books under the above title, containing some of the famous works 
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres. 
The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse. The books are 
edited with the most scholarly care. Each one contains an introduction which 
gives (i ) a short biography of the author ; (2) a critical estimate of the book. Where 
they are necessary, short notes are added at the foot of the page. 

Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the books are produced with 
great care. 



Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE 
BOOK OF. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by S. V. Lucas. Two 
Volumtei, 



NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by E.V. 

Lucas. 
Bacon (Pranda). THB ESSAYS OF 

LORD BACON. Sditwl by Edwabd 

Wright. 



General Literature 
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«. HO. THE INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 

Two Vdumss, 
B«nictt(Mrs. P.A.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. 
Beckford (WlllUun). THE HISTORY 

OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 

by S. Dbnison Ross. 
B1a1c0 (WiUlam). SELECTIONS FROM 

WILLIAM BLAKK Edited by M. 

PSRUCINU 

Bmtow (Ctoorge). LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. HiNDES Gkoomb. T\m Vclumts, 

THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. 

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Griffin, M.A 

Canning (Oeoree). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI. TACOBIN : with Geoscb 
Canning's additional Poems. Edited by 
Lloyd Sandsxs. 

Cowl^ (Abrahnm). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H.C 

MiNCHIN. 

Cnibbe (Oeorge). SELECTIONS FROM 

GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 

Dbanb. 
CralknVIrs.). JOHN IfALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN. Edited by Anne 

Mathsson. Two Volmmts, 
Crasiuw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 

POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Edited by Edward Hutton. 
DMita (AUghleri). THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Gary. 

Edited by Paget Toynbbb, M.A., D.Litt. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 

ToYNBEE, M.A., D.Litt 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 

ToYNBKS, M.A., D.Litt. 
Darley (Oeorge). SELECTIONS FROM 

THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 

Edited by R. A. Strbatfbild. 
Deane (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

UGHT VERSE. 
DlckenaCCharlesX CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Two Volumts, 
Perrlar (Sosan). MARRIAGE. Edited 

by A Goodrich • Freer and Lord 

Iddbsleigh. Two Volumes, 
THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 
QaskeU(Mn.). CRANFORD. Edited by 

£. V. Lucas. Second Edition. 
Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmbr. 



_raon (T. P.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 



Kaata (John). POEMS. Witb an Intro- 

duction by L Binyon, and Notes by J. 

Masefield. 
Klnghike (A W.). EOTHEN. With an 

Introduction and Notes. Second Edition. 
Uunb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE 

LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA Edited by 

£. V. Lucas. 
Locker (P.). LONDON LYRICS. Edited 

by A. D. GoDLEY, M.A. A reprint of the 

First Edition. 
Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. Faithfull. 
Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 

ANDREW MARVELL Edited by £. 

W Sir* HI* 

MUton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C 

Beechimg, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Moir(p.lVL). MANSIEWAUCH. Edited 

by T. F. Henderson. 
NlchoU(J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 
Rochefoucauld (La> THE MAXIMS OF 

LA ROCHEFOIJCAULD. Translated 

by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H. 

Powell. 
Smith (Horace and Jamee). REJECTED 

ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godlky, 

M.A. 
Sterne (tanronce). A SENTIMENTAL 

JOUR!nEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
Tennyaon (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 

POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Churton Columb, 

M.A. 
IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C 

Bbbching, M.A. 
THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elxzabbtk 

Wordsworth. 
MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Wordsworth. 
Thaclceray(W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volumes. 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

Three Volumes, 
ESMOND. Edited by &. Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Vaughan (Henry). THE PbEMS OF 

HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 

Huttok. 
Walton (Isaak). THE COMPLEAT 

ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan. 
WaterhoaeoQWrt. Alfred). A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 

by. Eighth Edition. 
Word0worth(W.). SELECTIONS FROM 

WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowbll 

C. SMrni. 
Wordsworth (W.) and Colertdge (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Edi^byGBOEOB 

Sampson. 
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MlnlatnTe Lflaary 

Reprints in miniature of a few interesCins books which have qualities of 
humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 



EoPHKAiroi: A Diftlorue on Yonth. By 
Edward FitsGendd. Trooi the edition pub- 
lished bv W. Pidcering in 1851. Dtmy 

PoLONius: or Wiae Saws and Modem In* 
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edilioQ pabltshed by W. Pickering in 
2859. Dtmy 3a«ML Ltmtktr^ 9*. m*L 

Tm RuBAtvAT op Omar KhaytXm. By 
Edward FitsGerakL From the ut editk>n 
of 1859, Third Editiom, LgmtlUr^ u, mi. 



Thb Lips op Sdwamo, Loko HznuatT of 
CnntBUitT. Written by hinsell From 
the edition printed at Sbawbcrry Hill in 
the year 1764. MuKum 3siw^ L ga tA ^r , 
•f. •#/. 

Thk Visions op Dom Francisco Qdbvkdo 
VoxBOAS, Knight of the Order of Sc 
James. Made Engliah bv R. L. Froai the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, j66B, 
L^Uktr. ax. net. 

PoBMS. By Dora GreenwcU. From the edi- 
tion of 7848. LuUkgr^ M. mL 



Oxford Biognipliies 

Fcap, 8cw. Each vohtms, cUth^ 2s,6d. ml; ieaikgr, y. 6d, mi. 

These books are written by scholars of repute, who combine knowledge and 
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from 
authentic material. 

Damtb Aughibri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A. , 

D.Litt. With 13 Illustrations. Sae^md 

Edition, 
Savonarola. By E. L* S. Horsbturgb, M.A. 

With 13 Illustrations. Second Edttipn. 
John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., 

Bishop of Gloucester. With za Illustratioos. 
Tbnnvson. By a. C Bbnson, M.A. With 

9 lUnstrations. 
Waltbr Ralbigk. By I. A. Taylor. With 

13 Illustrations. 
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With ta 

Illustrations. 
Thb Young Prbtbndbr. By C S. Teny. 

With X3 Illustrations. 



Robbrt Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 

With IS Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With xs 

IllustratioDS. * 
St. Francis op Assist. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With 16 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With ta 

Illustradons. 
Bbaconsfibld. By Walter Sichel. With 13 

Illustrations. 
Gobthb. By H. G. Atkins. With xs inos- 

trations. 
Fenblon. By Viacoont St. Cyres. With 

Z3 Illustrations. 



School RramlTiation Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr, Zvo, as. 6d. 



French Examination Papbrs. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Fourteentk Edition. 
A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on a{q>lication 
to the Publishers. F(/iA Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. net. 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth B€Uiion. 
Kbv {Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net. 
Grrbk Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Eirhth Edition, 
Kbv {Third Edition) issued as above. 
6t.mf. 
German Examination Papbrs. By R. J. 
Moridi. Sixth EdMom. 



Key {Third Edition) issued as aboYO. 
6s. net. 

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C H. Spence, M.A. SecMia 
Edition. 

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E. 
Steel, M.A., F.CS. 

General Knowledge Examination 
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, Bf.A. 
FMh Edition. 

Xby {Third Edition) issued as abov«. 
7«. net, 

BKAMmATiofr Papbrs in English Kistorv. 
By J. Tait Plowden-Waidkw, B.A. 



General Literature 
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Science, Textbooks of 

Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD. B.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 

Tkchnical Akithmbtic and Gbombtkv. 
By C T. MiUb, M.I.M.E. Cr. 8mr. 

Examples in Pmrsics. Bt C E. Jacksoo, 
B.A. Cr. 8tw. 2s,6d, 



Practical Mbchamics. By Sidney H. Welk. 
rkird Edition. Cr, 8w. 3*. ttL 

Phactkax. Physics. By H. Stroudi D.Sc., 
M.A. Cr, 8o«. y. ttU 

Practical Chbmistry. Part l By W. 
French, M.A. Cr, 8m. Fourth Edition, 
xs. 6d. Pwrt II. By W. French, M.A., and 
T. H. Boardman, M. A. Cr. Bvo, u, 6d, 



*Elembmtary Organic Chkmxstry. By 
A. C Duoslan, B.Sc. lUostrated. Cr, 
8cf«. 



Social QneBtioiui of To-day 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown Bvo, aj. 6d, 
A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial interest 
that are foremost in the public mind. 



Tradb Unionism— New and Olxx By G. 

HowelL TAird Edition. 
Thb Commsrcb op Nations. By C F. 

Basuble, M.A. FourtA Edition. 
The Alien Invasion. By W. H. WiIkins,B.A. 
Thr Rural Exodus. By P. Anderson 

Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox, 

B.A. Second Edition, 
A Shorter Working Day, By H. de B. 

Gibbins and R. A. Hadfield. ^ 
Back to the Land. An Inouiry into Rural 

Depopulation. By H. E. Moore. 
Trusts, Pools, and Corners. By J. Stephen 

Jeans. 



The Factory System. By R. W. Cooke 

Taylor. 
Women's Work. By Lady Dilke, Mias 

Bulley, and Miss Whitley. 
Socialism and Modern Thoocht. By M. 

The Problem of the Unemployed. By J. 

A. Hobson, M.A. 
LiPB IN West London By Arthur Sberwell, 

M.A. TJkird Edition. 
Railway Nationalization. By Clement 

Edwards. 
University and Social Settlements. By 

^r. RiQBSOn, M.A. 



Technology, Teztbooks of 

Edited byG. F. GOODCHILD. B.A., B.Sc.^andG. R. MILLS, M.A. 
jFuJiy lUmtraUd. 



How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Third Edition, Cr.^no, is,6d. 
Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 3s. 6d. 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. 

By Clare HilL Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 

ax. 



An Introduction to the Study of Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Domf 
Bvo. js. 6d. 

Builders* QuANTmES. By H. C. Gmbh. 
Cr. Bvo, AS. 6d. 

Rtpoosst Metal Work. By A. C Horth. 
Cr, Boo, Sf . 6d, 



Theology, HandhookB of 

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 
The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 
Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 



The XXXIX. Articles of the Church op 

England. Edited by E. C S. Gibton, 

D.D. Fifth omd Chon^or Edition in ono 

Volume. Domy 8m. x9», 6d, 
Am Introduction to the History of 

Religion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A.. 

Litt.D. Third Edition. DomyBvo. jos,6d. 
The Doctrine of ths Incarnation. By R. 

L. OttWy, D.D. StCMd mnd Cktaftr 

Edition, Dtmy Bvo, tu, td. 



An Introduction to the History of the 
Crbeos. By a. £. Bum, .D.D Domy 
Zvo, lot. 6d 

The Philosophy of Religion in England 
AND America. By Alfred Caldeoott. IXD. 
J?omy Boo. loi, 6d, 

A History op Early Christian Doctruce. 
By J. F. BethoM Biter, MJL Dtmy %oo, 

V3»,UU 
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WBBtBunBter OonmieiLtajiea, The 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK, D.D.. Warden ofKeble College, 
D<!an Ireland s Pr of etsor of Exegesis in the Umver^iiy of Oxford. 

Ihe object of each commentary U brimarily esccgetica.!, to interpret the ^uthor^t 
mcjimng lo the present genenatioiL, The editors will not deal, except vsysubor- 
dinaidy, viih qupition^; of textual mticlsm or phslolofyj bot, taking the Etigiisii 
tcitt in th^ Revised VurEiion as their basii, they will try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principled with loyalty to tke Catholic Fanh. 



Thb BaoK cir Genesis. Edited with \nttf> 
dncuon and Njicti by S- R. Driver, D,D» 

Twit Book of J op. Kdiicd by E. C S. Gibum, 

1 II1L Acts of the Ai^osTLts^ £dit«! by ft. 
K Rarkkim, M.A. Bemy Sva. StKffm*^ mud 



Twa FiJtST EpisTtK or Paul tub Amstlh 
TO THK Cost NTHi AMI. Edited bf H, L- 

The Epistlb of St. James. Edited with la- 
iroductlwi and Kole* by R, J. Roowiini, 



Part IL — Fiction 



Albdtief I (B. Maritf). SUSANNAH AND 
uSl% OVHIvK. Fit^^th £dii^H, Cr. 

INK in.UNDKR OF AN INNOCENT. 

S£ct>tt'i Edition. Cr. Bfa. 6j. 
CAPR [CI O irS CAR OLl N'E, J«w»rf 5rfi% 



DARTMCM3R IDVLLS. Cr. Brff. C*. 
THK PENNYCOMEQUICICS. T'Arfi/ 

Editicft^ Cf, Sufl. &!■. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. IIlu*tz.ied. 

Sicffifd Edition, Cr^ Sua €*- 
BLADVS. Illustrated. .y«ff«^ EdiO^n. 



Fiction 
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Bms«i(B.P.) DODO. Flmrik MdiMtm, 
Cr. 8tv. 6x. See ako Strand NoiMla. 



MMB CM«rg«r«t). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr,Bv0, v.6d. 
Boarna (Harold CX Ste V. Lncbridfe. 
Barton (J. Blowulollo). THE YSAR 

ONE : A Pace of the French Revolutioo. 

Illostratml. Cr. Sev. 6s. 
THE FATE OF VALSEC. Cr. Im. 6t. 
A BRANDED NAME. Cr. 8r». 6$. 

See also Strand Novell. 
Capes (BemardX Anthor of 'The Lake of 

W^inft^ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 

FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. TM$ni 

Jtdition. Cr. Sva. 6r. 
A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth RtU Cr.hm. 6s. 
LOAVES AND FISHES. S^cm^dEMiitn. 

Cr.%90. 6s. 
ChMiiey(Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 

the' MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

StC9nd Edition. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 
Clifford (Hush). A FREE LANCE OF 

TO-DAY. Cr.hvo. 6s. 
Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). See Strand Novels 

and Books for Boys a^ Girls. 
Cobb (Thomas). A CHANGE OF FACE. 

Cr. %oo. 6s. 
CorelU (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 

WORLDS. TmHnfy-Sixth Editioss. Cr. 

8cw. 6s. 
VENDETTA. TaentjhTkird EdiiioH. Cr. 

8vo. 6s. 
THELMA. Tkirty^Fourtk Editiom. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD 

SELF. Sixtoontk Editiom. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tkirtoontk Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8v#. 6c. 
WORMWOOD. FourUtnikEd. Cr.%90. 6s. 
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Forinfirst Edi- 

tion. Cr* ^vo. 6s, 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fiftyjirsi 

Edition. Cr. 8tw. 6s. 
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. X67M 

Thousand. Cr. %vo. 6s. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 

SUPREMACY. xyUh Tkommmd. Cr. 

8otf. 6s. 
GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 

STORY, xyjtk Tkousassd. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. A Now Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
BOY. A New Edition. Cr.%00. 6s. 
JANE. A Now Edition. Cr. Btao, 6s. 
Crockett (S. R.), Author of * The Raiders,* 

elc. LOCHINVAR. Hkntrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. %oo. 6s. 
CrokerfB. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 

MENT. Cr.Bvo, 6$. 
JOHANNA. SocondEdUioM. Cr.d90. 6s. 



THE HAPFY VALLET. Thiffd EdiUm. 

Cr. 8e«. 6s. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Tkimd 

Edition, Cr. 8e». 6$. 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. SixU 

Edition, Cr. 8o#. 6s. 
ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6t. 
A STATE SECRET. Third EdMon. Cr. 

Drnwiam'tPrmaOM W.). THE SCAR. 

Steond Edition. Cr. 8e». 6s, 
Daweon (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Cr. 8tw. 3S. 6d. 
DiMfle (A. ConaiOi Author of 'Sherkck 

Holmes/ 'The White Company/ etc 

ROUND THE RED LAMpT Ninth 

Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 
Dvacao (Sara Jeanaette) (Mrs. Bvexard 

Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS. lUustrated. TfurdEdiOon, 

Cr. 990. 6s. See also Strand Novels. 
Piiidkiter(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 

OF BALGOWRIE. F(/th Edition, 

Cr. Bvok 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. 
Phidlater (MaryX A NARROW WAY. 

Third Edition. Cr. Boo.. 6s. 
THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 

Cr.UfO. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 
Pftsiwtrick (K.) THE WEANS AT 

RUWALLAN. lUostrated. Steond Edi. 

Pitzstephen (Oerald). MORE KIK 

THAN KIND. Cr. 8w. dr. 
Fletcher (J. 8.). LUCIAN THE 

DREAMER. Cr. 8cv. 6s. 
Praser (Mrs. Hiiffh). Author of* The Stolen 

Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 

SWORD. Cr. dr». 6s. 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Socond Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
PoUer-Maitlaiid (Mn,\ Anthor of * The 

DayBookofBethUHardacre.' BLANCHE 

ESMEAD. Socond Edition, Cr.Bmo. 6s. 
Qerard (DerotheaX Author of ' Lady Baby. 

THE CONQlAsT OF LONDON. 

Stcotsd Edition. Cr. Ztw. 6s. 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Socond Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
MADS OF MONEY. Cr. 8o#. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition, Cr. Boo. 6t, 
See also Strand Novels. 
Qerard (Bmlly). THE HERONS' 

TOWER. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
aisslnE (Oeorge)^ Author of *Dei»os.' 'In 

theYear of Jufilee,' etc THETOWN 

TRAVELLER. .SMM^iSTi^ Cr. 9m. 6t. 
THE CROWN OF UFE. Cr. 8o». 6*. 
(Helff (Charles). BUNTER*S CRUISE. 

llhutrated. Cr. 8e#. y.6d, 
Harradea (Bmrtrlee). IV VARYING 

MOODS. FourtunthEdUUn. Cr.Bvo, ds. 
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THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER. Ftmrtk 

Edition, Cr. 8v«. ts. 
HILDA STRAFFORD. Cr, Boo. 6s. 
Harrod (P.) (Prances Forbes Robertson). 
THE TAKtlNG OF THE BRUTE Cr. 

8fw. 6s. 
Herbertson (Affnes Q.X PATIENCE 

DEAN. Cr.8v0. 6s. 
Hictaens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 

B£RK£L£/ SQUARE. Stc4md Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Steond 

Edition* Cr. 8cw. 6r. 
FELIX. Fi/ik Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. SixtA 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BYEWAYS. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Tkirttonth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. 8cw. 6s. 
Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of * Robert 

Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING. 

Cr, Boo. 6s, 
Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 

CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s, 
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. Cr. 

Boo. 6s. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 

TON 10. Sixth Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millax. 

Sixth Edition, Cr. Boo. 6s. 
SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Seoenth Edition, 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fonrth Edition, 
Cr. Boo, 6s, 

9UISANTE. Fonrth Edition, Cr, Boo. 6s. 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus- 

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
Hope (Onihani), Author of ' A Cardinal and 

his Conscience,' etc., etc THE LADY 

OFLYTK Second Ed. Cr,Boo. 6s, 
Hoajrh (Bmerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hottsman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF 

SIR AGLO VALE DEGALIS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hsme (C J. Cutcliffe), Author of * Captain 

Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 

Third Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Twenty- Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
SEA URCHINS. Truet/ih Edition.. Cr. 

Boo. 3J. 6d. 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 

Seoenth Edition. Cr. Boo. 3X. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fi/th 

Edition. Cr. Boo. \s. 6d. 
James (Henry)* THESOFT SIDE .9«mu/ 

Edition, Cr. Boo. 6s. 
THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition. 

Cr. Boo, 6s, 



THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Ediihm, 

Cr.Boo. 6e. 
Janson (Qustaf). ABRAHAM'S SACRI- 
FICE Cr.Bno. 6s. 
KeaysfH. A. MitcheUX HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr, 

Boo. 6s. 
LanffbrtdM (V.) and Boome (C 

Harold.). THE VALLEY OF IN- 

HERITANCE. Cr.Boo. 6$. 
Lawless (Hon. Bmlly). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. Boo, 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 
Lawsoo (Harry), Author of 'When the 

Billy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE 

BUSH. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
LeOveozrW.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. Third Edition, Cr. 

Boo. 6s. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 

Cr.Boo. 6s. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s, 
BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition. 

Cr. Boo. 6s, 
Levett-Yeats (S.). ORRAIN. Second 

Edition. Cr. Boo, 6s, 
Long (J. Luther), Co- Author of 'The 

Darling of the Gods.' MADAME 

BUTTERFLY. Cr.Boo. 3s. 6d. 
SIXTY JANE. Cr.Bw. 6s. 
Lewis (Cecil). THE MACHINATIONS 

OF THE MYO-OK. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
LyaU (Bdna). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 

NOVELIST. ^2nd Thousand. Cr. Boo. 

3*. 6d. 
McCarthy (Justin H.), Author of ' If I were 

King.' THE LADY OF LOYALT\' 

HOUSE Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr, 

Btfo. 6s. 
THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Macdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MAID. 

Second Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
Macnauffhtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 

CH RISTIN A M ACNAB. Third Edition. 

Male't (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S 

WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE WAGES OF SIN. Fifteenth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

Bvo. 6s. 
IHE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi^ 

tion, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

CALM AD Y. Seventh Edition. Cr.Boo. 6». 
See also Book.«i for Boys and Girls. 
Mann(Mrs.M.B.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Second Edition. Cr. Boo. 6s. 
A LOST ESTATE A New Edition, 

THE PARISH OF HILBY. ANewEditiom. 
Cr,%tfo, 6s. 
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tHS PARISH NURSB. Fmrik SdUim, 

Cr,9o0, 6r. 
ORAN'MA'S JANE. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. 8m. 6f. 
A WINTER'S TALE. A Ntw EdiiUn. 

Cr, 8m. 6s. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A Ntw 

BdiHoH. Cr. %SfO, 6s, 
ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Ed. Cr, 

8iw. 6s, See also Boolu for Boys and Girb. 
Marriott (Charies), Author of 'The 

Column.' GENEVRA. Second Edition, 

Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.%oo. 6s, 
A DUEL. Cr, Bva. 6s, 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 

Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels. 
MaMMB (A. B. W.y, Author of 'The Four 

Feathers,' etc. CLEMENTINA. lUus- 

trated. Second Edition. Cr.^mo, 6s, 
Mathers (Helen), Author of * Comin' thro' 

the Rye.' HONEY. Fonrth Edition. 

Cr. 8m. 6s. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. 8m. 

6s, 
THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr. 

Zvo, 6s, 
MazweU (W. B.), Author of 'The Ragged 

Messenger.' VIVIEN. Eighth EdiHon, 

Cr, 8m. 6s. 
THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 

Edition. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Cr, %vo. 6s, 
RESURGAM. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
VKTTORY. Cr. 8m. dr. 

See also Books for Girls and Boys. 
Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr. Bvc. 6s. 
•Miss Molly* (The Author of). THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Cr, 8m. 6s, 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 

Cr. 8t>tf. 3*. 6d. 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8m. 6s. 
MoBtresor (P. P.X Author of 'Into the 

Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. < 

Third Edition. Cr.Bve. 6t. i 

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s. < 
A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fi/th Edition, j 

Cr. 8m. 6s. I 

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition. ! 

Cr. 8m. 6s. 
CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. 8m. 6s. 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi. 

tion. Cr. 8m. 6s, 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8sw. 6fc 



NeaUt (&)• (Mn. S. Bfauul)i THE RED 

HOUSE, niustiated. Fomrth Edition, 

Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
See abo Strand Novels. 
Norrls (W. B.). THE CREDIT OF THE 

COUNTY. Illustrated. Second EdiHom. 

Cr. 8m. 6s, 
THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Cr. 

Svo, 6s, 
NIGEL'S VOCATION. Cr. 8m. dr. 
BARHAM OF BELTANA. SecondEdOiom. 

Cr. 8m. dr. 
See also Strand Novels. 
OUivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY i>OG OF KENMUIR. Eighth 

Edition. Cr. Bve. 6s. 

(B. PhOUpsX MASTER OF 
EN. Third Edition. Cr, 8m. dr. 
Ozenham (John)i Author of 'Barbs of 

Grand Bayou. ' A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edition. Cr.bvo. 6s. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fonrth 

Edition, Cr. 9oo, 6s. 
Pain (Barry). THREE FANTASIES. 

LINDLEY 'kAYS. Third Edition. Cr, 

8m. dr. 
Parker (Onbert). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. 
MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.%oo, 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Second Edition, Cr, Zvo. dr. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 

trated. Ninth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fi^ 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: 

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre* 

Third Edition, Cr, 8ml dr. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. lUus- 

trated. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

Ronuuice of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 

Fi/lh Edition. Cr. 8m. dr. 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. y.6d. 
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Cr. five. 6s. 
1 CROWN THEE KING. With lUusCnu 

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forxetticr. 

Cr, 8m. 6s. 
PhlUpotts (Bden). LYING PROPHETS. 

CHILI^EN OF THE MIST. Fi/th Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8mu dr. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frootlspieoe. 
Fourth Edition. Cr,Boo. 6s. 

SONS OF THE MORNINa Second 
EdiHoH, Cr.BtfO. 6t. 
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THR RtVAR. TJdMEdiii^m. Cr, ipL fit 
THK AMERICAN PRISONER, TlbVrf 

Editi^m^ C*'. irtJ, ^^ 
THK SKCRKT WOMAN. Fmtrik £dititm. 

JCNOCK AT A VENTURE. WitbaPrmti*' 

THEPORTRKEVE. >#4>rr4 £^lf£nv. Cr. 

Stv. 6j. 
Se* fll«5 Strand Nov^Iik- ^^ 

PkkthAll (MannaiHliB)* SaTD THE 
F I S H K R M A N . J-ifi^ EMti^M. Cr. few. 

H R E N D L E. Jk™^ Edttim . Cr. Itri« 6j. 

*Q/ Anthw of 'Dead Man'i RocSl* THE 

WHITE WOLF. Stc^md SdittM, Cf. 

THE MAYOR OF TROY, F&m^kEdHim*. 

Rhy» (ar««J. THK WOOING OF 

SHKILA. Stc<md f.^tidim. C*-. ftfv. &t. 

THK rKINCE OF LISNOVER. Cr, Uv. 

Khy» (Orace) and Another. THE DI^ 
VERTED VILLAGE. J]liMCnt«4 by 
Pmikuthv OwYN jEFrjcKVS- Cr. Saw. 61, 

kliJjro (W. Pet«. LOST PROPERTY, 
S^l-jW EiiitinHy Cr. 3f i^r 6j, 

EHU. SfKi^nd EdifioM. Cn Siwt 6** 

A SOX OF T J { E STATE. Stamd EdiMim. 
Cr. I^ij. 3i. di. 



^(All>ert% DEEP-SEA ^AGA. 

BONDS. Cr.9>^. U, 

TbofOMoo (VuiCttK SPINNERS Of 
LIFE, Cr, flw. 6j, 

Ura«li»rt (M.K A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE, StOffU Ed, Cf, 8** 6it 

WalncRua iP«al)i BY A FINNISH 

Lake. Cr. fto», bj. 

THE SOHG OF THE FOREST. Cr. 

Bitf« 6j. Se« aljo Stxand Novels, 
W«1t3(e, C). THE A^XIENT LAND- 

MARXl A Ken lucky Romioce. Cr, fiw. 

WatMMini. B. MutIoU). ALARUMS 

AND EXCURSIONS. Cr &w. e*. 
C,\PTAIN FORTUNE, XAiW ^:<v>«#h. 

C^. eii^ fa. 
TWISTED EGLANTINE With « t«ot. 

tfAticna by FiiAMit CamO' Third E^fi^, 

Cr.^r^. ti. 
THE niQH TOBY, With a Fronthpiece, 

Third EditUn. Cr. fov. 6t 
See aka Sirapd Novctx. 
W«ll* (H. Q,% THE SEA LADY. Cr. 

Weynuto (St«Al«y> Anth w of * A G«itl«i»n 
dfFf^nct/ UtmER THE RED ROBE, 
With [Uu*tf*ti<mj by R, C Woot^u.L& 
T^trtiietk Editi^tL, Cr, fe-*?. 6*, 

White {5Uwart E.\ AatW of ■ Tbe BlmKd 
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Bncousagxd by the great end stetfiy lele of their Sixpenny Nor^ Me|ir% MelbvMi hum 
determined to kme a aev Mriee of fletioB at a low pnce under the ihle of 'Taa Shilung 
NoYXLS.' These books are well printed and well bound In riSrM, and tbe execUeaee of tlMir 
anality may be gauged from the namea of those authors who oonmbnte the early volumes of 
the series. 

Messrs. Methuen would point oot that the books are as good and as long as a six shOHng 
novel, that they are bound in cloth eskl not in paper, and that their price is One ShilUng mi. 
They feel sure that the Dublie win appreciate such good and cheap literature, and the ^oou can 
be seen at all good bookselieia. 
The first volumes ase— 

Daiiaui(SaniJ.X *THE POOL IN THE 

DESERT 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 
BmbreeJC. P.). A HEART OF FLAMS. 
FMin id. ilbuivllle). AN ELECTRIC 

SPARK. 
nadUtorCJaiMH.). A DAUGHTER OF 

STRIFE. 
Piodlater (Marv). OVER THE HILLS. 
P«nrMt ai a). THE SWORD OF 

AZRAEL. 
Pnucto (M. B.X MISS ERIN. 
OiOloBCnai)- RICKERByS FOLLY. 
Qermrd (DorothM). THINGS THAT 

HAVEHAPPENBIX 
QllclulstCR. Momy). WILLOWBRAKE. 
QlanviUe (Bmeat). THE DESPATCH 

RIDER. 
THE LOST REGIMENT. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
THE INCA'S TREASURE. 
Oordoii(Jitll«q>. MRS. CLYDE. 
WORLD^S PEOPLE. 
Qoaa (C. P.). THE REDEMPTION OF 

DAVID CORSON. 
Oniy (B. M'QiiaeD). MY STEWARD- 



(Andffvw). VENGEANCE IS 

MINE. 
TO ARMS. 
BMtalC-a«akl(&). MRS. COROENVSN 

OFCURGENVEN. 
DOMITIA. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
Barlow (Jane), Author of 'Iridi Idyll*. 

FROM THE EAST UNTO THE 

WEST. 
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 
Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS. 
BartnaKOewge). THIRTEEN EVEN. 

INGS. 
Benaoo (B. P.X Author of 'Doda' THE 

CAPSINA. 
Bowles (O. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF 

THE LAND 
Brooke (Bmma). THE POETS CHILD. 
Bollock (Shan P.). THE BARRYS. 
THE CHARMER. 
THE SQUIREEN. 
THE RED LEAGUERS. 
BiirtOB (J. BloiiiidoOe)^ ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
THE CLASH OF ARMS. 
DENOUNCED. 
FORTUNE'S MY FOE. 
Capeo (Bernard). AT A WINTER'S 

CbeonW (Weatherbgr). THE BAPTIST 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. 

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 

JOHN TOPP. 

CUfford(Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER. 
CoUiogwood (Harry). THE DOCTOR 

OFTHE •JULIET.' 
Comford (U Cope). SONS OF ADVER- 

SITY. 
Crane (Stepbeii). WOUNDS IN THE 
RAIN. 

- - THE ROMANCE OF 



Denoy (C, B.X THl 
UPWLD MANOR. 



DlckM» (Harris). THE BLACK WOLF'S 

BREED. 
Dkktnsoa (BvfllyB). THE SIN OF 

ANGELS. 



Hales (A. a.). JAIR THE APOSTATE. 
HaHtfltoa(LordHniest). MARYHAMIL. 

TON. 
Harrison (Mrs. Barton). A PRINCESS 

OF THE HILLS. Illustrated. 
Hooper (L). THE SINGER OF MARLY. 
Hoiurta (Bnersoa). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE. 
*IoU* (Mrs. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE- 

VERER. 

KEEPERS OF THE 



Jepson (Edgar). 
PEOPLET 



Kaily mortmoe Finch). WITH HOOPS 

Lawless (Hon. Brnlhr). MAELCHO. 
Linden (Annie). AWOMAN OF SENTI. 
MENX 

(NofMB). JOSUH'SWIFS. 
larlesIC). THE AUTOCRATS. 
(Anne). THE dXORY Of 



TERESA. 
Macgrath (Haraid). 
(3lOWN. 



THE pctsnx 
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MMklMPMdliieBnidlOTiK THXVOICB 

INTHE DESERT;^ 
Ifavsh IRIdMrd). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN. 
^GARNERED. _ ^ 
A METAMORPHOSI& 
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. 
MayidKJ.W.). THE CYNIC AND THE 

'^Vren 
MoBkhoHM (AllaiiK LOVE IN A LIFE. 
Moore (Artluu'). THE KNIGHT PUNC 

TILIOUS. 
NMbIt (Mrs. BlMid). THE LITERARY 

SENSE. 
N«rrto(W.B.). AN OCTAVE. 
OUphaBt (Mrs.). THE LADY*S WALK. 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 
THE TWO MARY'S. 
PMiBir (Mrs. PnuBk). A MIKED MAR. 

AGE. 
Phillpotts (Bden). THE STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY FREE. 
Piyco (IHchard). TIME AND THE 

WOMAN. 
Randsll (J.). AUNT BETHIA'S BUTTON. 
Rnrmond (Walter). FORTUNE'S DAR. 

Rayosr (Olhre Pratt). ROSALBA. 
RhysiOrMS). THE DIVERTED VILL- 
AGE. 



R|ckM^(BdltbS OUTOF^THSCYnnB 

SWAMJP 
RabsrtMi(k HX A GALLANT QUAKER. 
Ssgiiders (MatsImU}. HOSE A CHARp 

LITTE, 
Serguflt (AdeUoeK ACCUSED AND 

ACCUSER. 

BARBARA S MONEY, 
I THE KNTHUSIAST- 
I A GREAT LADY, 
I THE LOV^E THAT OVERCAME. 
? THE MASTKR OF BEECH WOOD. 

UNDER SUSPICION, 
i THE V EL LOW DIAMOND. 

ShuDon (W- F.K TIM TWELVES. 

Strain ^ B. H.), liLMS LIE'S DRAG NET. 
, StHnfTcr < Arthurs THE SILVER POPPY. 

Stuart fE era* J. CHRISTALLA, 
, 5utherlaDd (DticTiea* otk ONE HOUR 
' AND THE NKXT. 

Swan < Annie)* LOVE GROWN COLD. 

Swl(t< Benjamin). SORDOK, 

Tanqueray (Mri, B* M.)* THE ROYAL 
QUAKER. 

Trafford-TAunUn(Mrs.e.W.), SILENT 
DOMINION. 

Upwflrd(AJIea), ATHELSTANE FORD. 

WalncEDiinfPsii]). A HEROIKE FROM 
r INTEND. 

Wsttoo (H. B. Marrfott). THE SKIRTS 
OF HAPPY CHANCE. 

•Zatk.' TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. 



Books for Boys and Girls 

Illustrated, Crown $vo. y, 6d. 



The Gktting Well of Dorotht. By Mrs. 
W. K. Clifford. Second Ediiicm 

The Icclandbe's Swoed. By S. Baring- 
Gould. 

Only a GtiAEi^RooM Dog. By Edith E. 
Cuthell. 

The Doctor or the Juliet. By Harry 
ColUngwood. 

Little Peter. By Lucas Malet. S§e9nd 
Edition, 



Master Rockafellar's Voyage. 
Clark RusselL Third EdiHon, 



By W. 



The Secret of Masame db Monldc By 

the Author of " Mdllc. Mori." 
Syd Belton : Or, the Boy who would not go 

to Sea. By G. Manville Feno. 
The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
A Girl of the People. By L. T. Meado. 

Second Edition, 
Hepsv Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. a«. ^d. 
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Edition, 
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann. 
When Arnold combs Home. By Mrs. M. B. 

Mann. 



The Novels of Alexandre Dninas 

PricM 6d. JJouMe Vohunos, za. 



The Three Musketeers. With a long 
Introdnction by Andrew Lang. Doable 
Tolume. 

The Prince of Thieyes. Second Sdiiiou, 

RoEDi Hood. A Sequel to the abore. 

Trb Corsicah Brothers. 

Gbobgbs. 



Crop-Eared Jacquot; Jane: Etc 

Twenty Years After. Doable yoIoimw 

Amaurv. 

The Castle of Eppstein. 

The Snowball, and Sultanbtta. 

Cecils ; or, The Weddoco Goim. 

Acri. 
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Tm Black Tuup. 

TmB ViCOMTB DK BftAGELONNa; 

Part I. Louise de U Valliftce. Double 

Volume. 
Part IL The Man in the Inn Mask. 
Double Volume. 
Th« Convict's Sow. 
The Wolf-Lead«r. 
Nanon; ox, Thx Wombn* Wab. Double 

volume. 
Pauline ; Murat ; and Pascal Brumo. 
Thk Advsnturbs op Captain Paiaphilb. 
Fernandk. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Catherine Blum. 
The Chevalier D'Harmkntal. Double 

volume. 
Sylvan dire. 
The Fencing Master. 
The Reminiscences op Antony. 
Conscience. 
Pere La Ruins. 
Henri op Navarre. The second part of 

Queen Margot. 
Thb Great Massacre. The first part of 

Queen MargoL 
The Wild Duck Shooter. 

mastratod Bditien. 
Dtmy Ztw. Clath, 
The Three Musketeers. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams, us. 6tL 



The Psincb ov Tanris. Illwtimted b 

Colour by Fnmk Adams, s/. 
Robin Hood ths Outlaw. lUustrated In 

Colour by Frank Adams. %$• 
The Coxsican Bbothers. Illnstrated in 

ColourbyA.M.ll*Lellan. xt. &£ 
The Wolp-Leader. Uastrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams. x«. 6d, 
Georges. IlhistnuedinColoarlif MuaioOrr. 

or. 
Twenty Years Aptbr. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams, v. 
Amaury. Illustrated in -Colour by Gordon 

Browne. 9S. 
The Snowball, and Sultanetta. Illas. 

trated in Colour by Frank Adams. 9t, 
The Vicomtb db Bracelonne. Illustrated in 

Colour by Frank Adams. 
Parti. Louise de la Vallltre. y. 
Part n. The Man in the Iron Mask. 3r. 
Crop-Earbd Tacqoot; Tane; Etc Illus. 

trated in Colour by Gordon Browne, at. 
The Castle op Sppsteim. Illustrated In 

Colour by Stewart Orr. is, 6d, 
AcTt, Illustrated in Colour by Gocdon 

Browne, is. td^ 
Cbcilb; ox, The Wedding Gown. Illus- 
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith. 

is.6iL 
The Adventures op Captain Pamphile. 

Illustrated in Colour by Prank Adamif. 

is.6d. 



Mot]iaen*8 Sixpenny Books 



Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PRE- 
JUDICE. 

Ba^t (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Balfoar (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. 

Buing.Ooald($.). FURZE BL(X)M. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SKA. 

NO^ML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. lUustimted. 

LITTLE TU'PENNY. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

Borr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 
JOURNALIST. 

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (B. P.). DODO. 

Bront« (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 

Browneli (C L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. 



Burton (J. Bkmodene). 

SALT SEAS. 



ACROSS THE 

CdfynMrsXTCIou*). ANNE MAULB- 

THE LAKE OF 



K.). A FLASH OF 



'Copes (Bernard). 

CUfford (Mrs. W. 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. 
Connell (P. Norreys). THE NIGGER 

KNIGHTS. 
Corbett (Jallan). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 
Croker (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SECRET. 
ANGEL. 
JOHANNA. 
Dante (Allghlerl). THE YISION OF 

DANTE (CARY)t 
Dnrle (A. Gonan). ROUND THE RED 

Dnncan (Sara Jeannette). A YOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION. 
THOSB OEUGHTFUL AMERICANS. 



ME68R& M gmuM's Catalogue 



Bitot (Omtb^ 
FLOSS. 



GRAVES 



THB MILL ON THB 



GRXBM 



(Jmm H.\ THB 

i or BALGOWRIB. 



_ JoorTMl). RICBBWyS rOLLY. 
Oaskell(Mn.X C&AJTfORD. 
MARY BARTON, j 
NORTH AND. SOTTTfiL 
awmr4 (Dpmltm). * HOLT MATRI- 
MONY.^^ 
THB CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
MADE OF MONEY. 
aiMliig(<lMrte)i THE TOWN TRAVEL. 

LBR. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. 
OUmvllto (BroMt). THB INCA'S 

TRBASUkE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE, 
Olelg (Cliarl«)» HUNTER'S CRUISE. 
arima (TlM BtoChanX GRIMM'S 

FAIRY TALES. Illiutnnd. 
HoM (AothMT). A MAN OF MARK. 
A CHANGE OF AIR. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 
Hornoajr <B. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 

NO TALES. 
InsrahMB (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 

DAVID. 
LeQaeiix(W.). THB HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. 
Levett- Yeats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S 

WAY. 
Linton (B. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS 

TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 
LyaU(Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 
MkietCLacas). THE CARISSIMA 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 
Mann (Mrs. M. B.). MRS. PETER 

HOWARD. 
A LOST ESTATE. 
THE CEDAR STAR. 
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD- 

LEYS SECRET. 
A MOMENT'S ERROR. 
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. 
Marsh (Rldiard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. 
THE GODDESS. 

THE JOSS. *, 

Mason (A. B. W.). CLEMENTINA. 
Mathers (Halen> HONEY. 
GRIFF OF GRiFFITHSCOURT. 



SAM'S SWBBTHBART 
Maade(Mn.L.T.). DRIFT. 
mMMmilBmtnm^ THXSIGNOFTHB 

SPIDER. 
Maatffaaat (P. P.). THB ALIEN. 
Moor»(Artli«r>. THEGAY DBCBIVBRSL 
MarrtoMi (ArtiMr). THB HOLE IN 

THE WALL. 
NeaMt(B.). THE RBD HOUSE. 
Norrla(W. B.). HIS GRACE. 
GILES INGILBY. 
THB CREDIT OF THB COUNTY. 
LORD LEONARD. 
MATTHEW AUS riN. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
01lphBiit{Mrs.> THE LADY'S WALK. 
SIR ROBERT^ FORTUNE. 
THE PRODIGALS. 
Omahetai (B. PhflBfiB). MASTBR OF 

Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE 

LAVILETTES. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
PMihertoB (MuO. THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THR(5nE. 
I CROWN THEE KING. 
PhlUpotts (Bden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 
RIdffe (W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE. 
LOST PROPERTY. 
GEORGE AND THE GENERAL. 
RnsseU (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT 

SEA. 
ABANDONED. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
Serfeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF 

BEECHW(X)D. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THB YELLOW DIAMOND. 
Snrtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 

lUiuinUed. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. 

Ilhistrated. 
ASK MAMMA. Hlustrated. 
Valentine jTMaJor B. S.). VELDT AND 

LAAGER. 
WaUord (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 
Waltace (General Lew). BEN-HUR. 
THE FAIR COD. 
Watson (H. B. Marrlot). THE ADVEN- 

TURERS. 
Weekea (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR. 
Wells (H.O.). THE STOLEN BACILLUS. 
White (Percy). A PASSIONATE 

PILGRIM 



^r^r^^'trr?-^ 
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